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In darkening bronze three men sit at a white table. Above a white wnbrella 
floats. In the middle of the table...what seems to be an antique-gold pyramid. 
The three, outlined in bronze grains of trembling light, are laughing in 
a jazzy, synchopated way. What happens to laughter at such a time when 
purples insinuate sodty golds and deer watch from the mouth of a far wood? 

Yeah. Right. Korea. Land of the Morning Calm. And afternoon. 
gbaatigg tose yeah! At least after the war when alls you could do is sit 
around and fart for entertainment. Not like my first tour there when we 
got our assholes reamed from the Yalu River to sweet-smelling Pusan. 

But I was infantry then, gentlemen, a soldier! Not yet among you 4F 
commandos of the Ordinance Corps, fucking up ait anaue of weapons and jeeps. 
That happened in vitae Bore they sent a killer to repair binoculars! 

What a waste! 

The speaker adds a beercan to the flickering pyramid of beercans 
in the center of the white table. 

Well hell now! You two old sergeants liked the asi of Pusan. Rembnded 
you of your Rebel homes. 

The two other men chuckle, make waving toasts in the deepening light, 
these gestures telling him to go on. 

They use shit for fertilizer there, as you two grizzlies know I'm sure. 
Effectively. Got stuck out one night on maneuvers. , carved out a squash 
and slept in it. : 

So it's bad! No otber drunk is saying anything. Hey I'm playing-- 


but I'm heading to a story that's deadly fuckin serious. But don't 
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sweat it cause it never happened. Well it did but it didn't. Allg you have 
to know in this world is what didn't happen. 

Anyways what did happen, believe it our not, is that the war ended 
just about when I eased into my second tour there. Why they sent me: 

End the war! Yes Sir! Right away Sir! 

Well you're wrong cause I'm half serious, cause you and me and all the 
other sergeants run the fuckin army--which is convieniently. forgotten in 
peace time. Hee wasthan too. Oh what am I talking about? Preaching to 
the converted. Christ Almighty worse than a erying drunk or something. 

Let me fish another brew out here. 

He pushes aside a hunk of black, bobbing ice to get a dripping can. 
Pops the tab and the tiny spray picks up flecks of purple light. 

The umbrella, kargle seen, hangs above. 

So we all know it's true, goddamn straight true: The old sergeant 
is basic! Basix! 

You know something? Besides this being a mighty small pyramid for 
a trio of professional drinkers like us? You know, kids said I could never 
ask the basic questions. Most lately about Vietnam naturally. Nam! 

Here's my toast to the most fucked up war in this nation's lifetime. 
Besides ruining the country and all that shit it ruined my life too. 
Busted up my marriage, lost me a son up in Canada. , Can is imagine?. 
Fuckin Canada? You don't have to tell me about family. You don't 
have to tell me about country. 

The other son he went to Nam and now he hates me for it, like I 
engineered the whole war or something. Aint that some shit? They 
spit on him when he got back. In San Francisco airport they spit 


on him. Welcome to the world of soldiering. My country right or wrong! 


And who gives a:shit? 


47 


That there's the question for all time. And the answer is I do. 
The Sergeant. And alithat shit pouring out of the TV about Vietnam! 
And never the soldier's side, the trooper's! The kid soldier maybe, crybaby, 
but never the trooper's. He takes what's given. Drop him down anywhere 
andle gets it fuckin done! It's only politics takes time. 

Fuckin Vietnam! What happen@lto us? The professionals lost! 

War's our trade and we lost at it. 

Yeah yeah yeah so I'm telling you old sergeants again what you know, 
but you gotta be reminded. Maybe that last reminding'll pull the barrel 
out of your mouth. 

Right! Or put it in there. Take your choice. 

Fuck it! Open up your eyes and look at those deer out there. Ever see 
anything that fuckin beautuful? Here's to them and good company and this 
beautuful light. Right at this minute this is the best and Aint tack 
on earth. 

Yeah...there was a lot wrong in Nam and not just cause the politicians 
were always dragging your balls down. There was the leadership there. 

I come close to fragging one little sucker I tell you. Whoops, getting 
my wars mixed up: That was Korea. But I knew about a lot of fragging 
in Nam. Temporary cures. Hey, we tell the truth to each other but we 
don't foul the nest. 

So I'm drunk! So what! I'm pas drunk but you know what I'm talking 
about. After after after--look at my hand shaking--the politicians do their 
dance and the people give up , then there's us. Us. We take what's given 
and do something with it. 

1, “Think about that falls his voice, falls and the black woods themselves 


seem to moan, the deer in pale silver outline lifting up their heads. 


I knew it all once. Hey when you're young and full of hot shit ready 
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to explode you know it all. Like this young lieutenant in Korea. Skipper. 

He got on my case a lot of times back then. Twenty years ago? And 

for what? Not askingthe basic questions or however it was expressed back 

then. Like suits change their fuckin styles, youknow? I don't know. 

Something I was doing wrong or thinking wrong that alifthe young pissers 

knew, was born knowing. Oh yeah! Hey! Can't even see you guys now. 

Well, just. Knew I'd get a break if I waited long enough. Now what the hell's 
that approaching? That come up out of Chesapeake Bay or something? 
Halt! Who fuckin goes there? 

Two barely-discernable men with silvery sticks come towards them. 

I'll shush. Sorry about that. Didn't know this here was the post 
golf course. Just come over here cause they had the enlisted men's club 
closed for renovations. Expanding it for the next war. Pardon me I sing. 
What makes the grass grow so green/ in Aberdeen? / Chickenshit! 

As light breathing is heard one ball clinks into a cup...another. 

They're playing by braille you ask me. I did that plenty but not on 
no golf course. Okay okay okay don't be some damn picky. I'll get back 
tofhe squirt lieutenant but you're gonna wish I didn't cause you're gonna 
find out something you don't wanna know. You guys is hard, but nobody's 
hard enough. 

So it’ was Skipper in Korea. Aint that some name for a man? But what 
the fuck it was the new army back then. Ain't it always? Always new 
everything everywhere. Can't keep fuckin up with it except it's always 
S. 0. S. Same ole shit. 

Anyways when you're young you're fuckin unique and that's alifhere is to it. 
You think you're some kind of angel but there's nothing you won't do. 


Screw a snake and say it was for science. And it's a wonder the lady's 


crotches don't melt out of their pants with you a hundred yards away. 


=" 
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And all the while there you are just firing those basic questions all over 
the lot. Hundred a minute. 

Unless you're : cakiar and it's fuck the basic questions or whatever 
you wanna:: call them cause if you're a soldier you got the only security. 
Follow the orders and forget the shit behind them. And if the orders don't 
make no sense nohow, well then we know just how to do nothing, or just 
how to Stepinfetchit till theofficers get the right ideas. That's our 
science and it aint in any book or on TV neither. You feel your way 
through this fuckin life. That's the fuckin art of it. And yet 
with my wife and boys...? 

Aint it though? A real complicated life. I agree: C is a good grade 
But I want A in everything and that's why my guts grind I guess. 

Well anyways this fuckbrain lieutenant, this Skipper, he really got to 
me the day the Korean War ended. Twenty seven July nineteen and fifty three 
if I aint mistaken, gentlemen. I was kinda inside a big booze bore like 
this, no offense. It's just that we're warhorses, not built to watch 
fairy captains putt in their bermuda shorts. But let anybody shoot for 
any hole they want, right? 

The golfers leave in their cars, headlights momentarily picking out 
shifting pockets of mist. In one the deer nibble leaves} his voice and 


the now-droning cars as natural sounds to them, lulling. 


Anyways they had stopped playing games at Pemmunjohn and we got 


out of that war. In anticipation of which, in anticipation of which 
I had been working on a chrome-plated forty-five to trade to Quartermaster 


for alcohol. Legal as you old ordinance types know for cleaning lenses.. 


I wrapped the requisition around the pretty gun and would you believe they 
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managed to find twenty gallons? Then five pairs of binoculars got us a 
couple of cases of oranges from a navy ship at Pusan. Hey! Since we 
took our chances on the plague let the swabies flirt around with scurvy. 
Hemorraghic fever they called it, from the fleas of rats. I guess we 
all remember plopping down into foxholes in the middle of drowned and 
poisoned rats. JUst so some guy'd feel safe in his Cadillac, and a 
mortar won't be ‘lobbed between him . and Honey in a bed at the 
Bluebird Motel. But we protect everybody--we just aint sensitive.is all. 
So, Old Sergeants, some not so old sergeants celebrated the end of the 
Korean War with screwdrivers in a fifty five gallon drum with its topxcut off. 
Everything in excess. Hell if I could drop this bunch of grizzlies back 
there now we wouldn't miss a beat. Most of my life seems to consist 
of going back and doing thing I did before, walking up to somebody 
you haven't seen in twenty years and saying something like hey, you 
was telling me how the old lady fucked you up good. She complete the 
job yet? 
But fuck all that cause we was dipping in there with big mess cups, 
big blue ice bobbing around in all that dusky orange just like this 
ice beside me nowmelting down and cooling--I can feeeeeeellll--no more 
fuckin beer. Tough titty. 
And twenty plus years between two pretty blue hunks of ice and... 
the same hunk. No years. All of life is fuckin deja vu, soldier's life 
anyways. Well anyways, all you heard back then were sipping noises and 
sighs and we wanted to go on that way forever in that dark green air 
of that buttoned up tent where you had to drink cause you couldn't breathe. 
Once in a while you'd hear a dogface yell, but from further away than those 
deer. They was playing basketball while us sergeants drank ourselves senseless 


for our country. 
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Then someone pushes a flap aside and you could see these kids 
up against the absolute fuckin gold of the rice paddies. Knock your 
eye out and those screwdrivers sliding down! You bank those moments 
and draw on them for a lifetime. And I don't mean just the drinking 
but what everything looks like and the stories until the quiet settles in 
and it gets all...stretchy...I don't know, the time I mean. I don't know 
how to say it but it's living at any rate. 

So in all that lovely green and orange and blue funk I'm in the middle 
of the longest fackin Sigh ever whatchacalllit , exhaled by man when in 
busts this fuckbrain squirt shavetail lieutenant, this Skipper. 

'Get the troops to the messhall--compulsory lecture!' The war's over 

and he's going by the book. Now! It's a historic first for him. 

He's gonna caea the sermon tht division and the pentagon sends down in a kit 
and with all the answers answered for you if anybody's stupid enough to 
ask. You know, we had to stop Charlie in Chunchon or he'd rape every 

woman and hal ffthe men in the shoppping plazas around Atlanta. Well you 
know the shit that they said, and in Nam too, though they was called on 

it there. alsothat 

And you ~— no reason for a war, gentlemen. The war's 
the reason. 

Two deer approach them, their coats twitching in darkest silver. 

C'mon c'mon, come next to me. Don't be afraid. Come.” 

But it didn't do no good to tell him "Hey, Lieutenant! War's over. 

All bets are off!" I was shouting then too, but there was no deer to ran away, 
just sweating GIs and ossified sergeants. And I was tedling him what you 


never should say, that the dogfaces don't give a shit about the fuckin 


. propaganda. They'd just as soon listen to the other side's. But soon 


we were all sitéing ‘there, all arms and legs and stinling breath and 
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soaking fatigues. Armpits and assholes! But he went on and on with the 
stupid lecture till I couldn't stand it no more. "Hey Lieutenant! 
These poor dogfaces don't care about Communism. And the gooks don't 
highs what it is neither and they was fighting for it. We're all fuckin 
dogfaces and all we know is we haven't been killed. So why not we all 
have a fuckin drink. And you come back to the sergeant's tent..." 
Communists! Nazis! Shit! How many times have I listened to the asshole wisdom 
of officers and smiled my sergeant's smile like it was nailed to my fuckin mouth? 
But the other guys is bad! Bad! No fuckin doubt. I transported a German 
prisoner and we got lost for a week crawling through bombed out cities 
looking for women and booze. I'm godfather to his yougest, a girl with 
her own girl now. He's still a sergeant of course. 
He assumes another voice and <khe other two sergeants shift in 
their metal chairs. 
"Your opinions are interesting, Sergeant. We will go into them and 
any other questions in the context of the question and answer period." 
And I'll tell you something, he had started with a shriek and ended in a 
fuckin wandering whisper and right then I knew I did a bad fuckin thing 
cause the sonofabitch was cracking and he was trying to give discipline 
to himself, really, to the troopers too, but mostly to hold himself together. 
And then he's ranmbling and his eyes...terrified. Alls you could see 
was whites! He even woke the troops up,so fuckin crazy was his act. 
Next he's running out of there with me chasing. I had my own kids. 
I'm going to make it right cagse my pride's in killing people, not hurting 
them. That'd sound weird to anybody else but I can say it to you guys. 
It's one of the things I gotta say. 
And you two know now what I nin heel then, that I'd 've turned 


myself inside out to make it right, that if I had any idea he was 
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so shaky I'd 've listened to the stupid lecture for hours and not fucked 
around at all. It's one of the things that's burned the shit out of my life. 
Are there others? I wondered when you two'd start pulling my leg. 
Anyways I had dismissed the dogfaces before I started to run after 
the crazy lieutenant and I could hear them buzzing back there while 
I'm fuckin panting cause he's leading a k into a little canyon 
back of our company area and right then I'm getting mixed feelings 
cause Janae ata lot of shit I didn't feel like inventorying-—-little 
replacement lenses and shit like that. And now these lenses—~and 
here fuckin begins the part you won't believe--commence glowing under 
bushes and weeds, blue glowing. He's still running and screaming to 
high heaven about nothing ,but all the starch just goes out of my legs 
and I just fuckin sink down there where I'm at, and the air turns- -I 
don't know--weqrd, like before a thunderstorm. And now I'm yelling. 
"Skipper! Son!" And he turns around with those fuckin white 
orgy eyes and all of a sudden fufffff! He's all fuckin white blotches 
of fire, a string. He drops like a rock and these blotges skitter off him 
and roll around the whole fuckin place and rolling over those lenses 
and making them like blue water, melting them and the aluminum casings too. 
And fuck, "smoke is rising from Skipper! "Son!" I scream the fuckin 
loudest I can scream and these medics are rushing by me and where the 
fuck did they come from? And then this one-star slitty-eye general 
plants himself in front of me. I'm roaring-hysterical! " Sir! 
The lieutenant!" 
A streetlight goes on and shapes come and go in the mist 
looking like old men and wreathing children. 


"The lieutenant'll be all right. Fine. No sweat. And...nothing 


happened, you got that? You've been aroundf ong enough to know what I mean. 
Everything'1l be fine." 
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I knew that they had fucked up their little exercise, that they 
thought they were miles from any GIs. With their fuckin shooting-around 
blotches of white fire! 

It was horrible...and that's why I'm so fuckin happy it never happened. 
Like a lot of things that happened and it's nice to know they didn't 
right? That's what they call History. 

But i,didn't happen and Skipper doesn't check into a veterans hospital 
every mnth or so for tests. He's dead probably, by now. And I get about 
five strep throats a year but I don't. 

Didn't some Hitler doctor pour concrete into cunts? Education'11 
save the world. Aint it a strange love though? 

Soon the three men will sleep, their heads on the table; the deer 
will be gone. "Skipper!" he will spout in his sleep and the other 
two will nia Tad then he'll whisper "Mickey oh little Mickey. 

Let me go down in the water with you where you drowned. I'll go down 


in the water there and tell you I love you.” 


etal ay 
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Small police station. A calendar shows grain elevators. Maureen, 
about nineteen, types with two fingers. She wears old ski pants and 
baggy sweater. She stays absorbed as Sheriff enters, wizeny-skinny, 


sheds huge checkered mackinaw, shakes snow out, hangs it on chair. 


MAUREEN: Damn! Now the e keeps sticking all the time. 

SHERIFF: What we got? 

MAUREEN: (nodding to inside room) Him. 

SHERIFF: I can see it's a him. And what's that tousley hat over his... 

over him? 

MAUREEN: Mine. My ski cap. Like it? 

SHERIFF: Now look here! You shouldn't be handling any of this sort of business, 
young lady. You're just an intern. 

MAUREEN: What do you mean by handling? 

SHERIFF: Now let's just not get into any of this silly foolishness of yours. 
I got a dgughter your age for gosh sakes. You just don't be fresh! 

MAUREEN: We had things like this in Criminal Science 1. 

SHERIFF: That's in a book. 

MAUREEN: Rape and all that good stuff. 

SHERIFF: You stop right there! 

MAUREEN: How to prove penetration. 


SHERIFF: Oh my God! 
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MAUREEN: Objective science, Sheriff! (A groan from the other room which 
they ignore) 

SHERIFF: I don't want to hear about it. Anything. Especially from you. 
MAUREEN: Just trying to have a discussion of the case. 

SHERIFF: Don't give me any of that stuff they give you over at the college. 
It's bad enough the scum I got to deal with without talking it over with a 
nineteen year old girl. Now what's wrong with him? Let's get at that first. 
MAUREEN: Terminal shame. 

SHERIFF: This here is a police department, Miss. You don't mind I remind you? 
MAUREEN: Check. 

SHERIFF: You determine if he needed medical treatment? 

MAUREEN: Mother and I examined the exposed part. There are no white spots 
which would determine frostbite. 

SHERIFF: Good. What? I mean...Mother? Your mother? 

MAUREEN: She was a nurse with logging camps. Seen it all. This was nothing. 
SHERIFF: I don't mean that. I mean here.. Your eother here? What in 

blue blazes--? 

MAUREEN: When I couldn't raise you on the radio I thought I'd better get 
out to the lake myself so I asked ole Mom to come in here and answer calls. 
There weren't any. 

SHERIFF: I was bottom of South Johnson Creek Road with six, count em, six 
fender benders when some damn eighty year old Swedish farmer made it 

lucky seven with me. I pulled his damn license then and there and I'm not 
worried a judge'll back me up on it. Guess he banged up radio too. 

MAUREEN: I called. I did! call. 

SHERIFF: Yeah and you're supposed to call down to Deer Creek for help, not 


your mother. Where's that damn guidebook for you interns. You show me 


where it's written down you call mothers. 
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Maureen: Sheriff! They were completely tied up at Deer Creek then. I did 
get through later though. Anyway, everything was all right. Mother knitted. 
Madame Defarge. 

if 
SHERIFF: One woman at a time/you don't mind. 
MAUREEN: Don't I qualify? 
SHERIFF: Great way to run a police department! Suppose the mayor dropped 
in to see...what? Lady in a quilty housecoat I do suspect-—— 
MAUREEN: Great deduction! Hey! 
SHERIFF: --since that;s the way she'd probably runover here: after your hysterical 
phone call. that you hadda go out and make your first arrest or whatever. 
MAUREEN: I ddddn't arrest him. Didn't know I could. I mean just being an intern. 
SHERIFF: Course you can't. Only I'm empowered around here. Me! Get it? 
What if he ~resisted? 
MAUREEN: I hear. I hear. 
SHERIFF: You don't never hear! That's what I'm gonna write up on you. 
MAUREEN: There goes my average. 
SHERIFF: There it done went you mean. Went! Now what we got? You do a report? 
MAUREEN: (pulling sheet from typewriter) Well, not my mother but Mrs. Adinolfi. 
SHERIFF: That much I know already, that she's the complainant. 
MADREEN: I copied it hot, just like she said it, and then typed it up. 
SHERIFF: Yeah well we're all out of aedals this week. Let me look—— 
MAUREEN: Uhm could I read it to you? I'm not sure about all the spellings. 
SHERIFF: She can't spell neither. 
MAUREEN: I'll type it again! And on my own time! 
SHERIFF: Let's hear it then. But without the usual academy award performance. 
MAUREEN: Okay then. Low key. 'Music fromthe minuet; camera shows a cold, 


forbidden lake.' 


SHERIFF: I'm warning you Miss. 


MAUREEN: 


SHERIFF: 


MAUREEN: 
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(reading) Mrs Pasquale Adinolfi, the former Dr. Lucy-Adele Falcone-~ 
We don't care about that. What you put all that down for? 


She insisted. Wanted me to know she had taught at the college 


before that genuine Italian bought half the big lake and married her. 


SHERIFF: 


MAUREEN: 


Society page. 


(jabbing an elbow into him) And since he died she's one 


smouldering widow. 


SHERIFF : 


MAUREEN: 


SHERIFF: 


MAUREEN : 


SHERIFF: 


MAUREEN: 


Just the facts ma'm. And watch them there flying elbows.if you don't mind. 
She got a little frosted tonight though. 

You reading? 

Yes. No. My error. Right. I'm quoting now. 

Marvelous. This report's about an F right now. 


when 
I was preparing to retire Whee I heard a commotion on the lake. 


I thereupon switched on the floodlights and saw two men approaching my 


residence over the quite-slick surface of the ice-- 


SHERIFF: 


MAUREEN : 


It's a short story—like O'Henry or something. 


Uh, one gurgling horribly and the other...exposed, his penis 


enormously engorged. 


SHERIFF: 
What she 
MAUREEN : 


SHERIFF: 


(lightly tapping while staring at his dripping mackinaw) 
teach at the college? 
English Literature. 


(continues staring for three beats) All right, we got a dickie waver 


We had plenty before but not at ten below. 


MAUREEN : 


SHERIFF: 


MAUREEN: 


SHERIFF: 


MAUREEN : 


Shall I--? 

Enormously engorged! Jesus H. Christ! Excuse me. 

The...dickie waver was screaming over and over, "You're gonna—"' 
Don't you say it! 


Sorry. Penis flaunter? Anyway--and now I am definitely quoting-- 


- MAUREEN: 
night fuc 
SHEHIFF; 
MAUREEN: 
SHERIFF: 
MAUREEN: 
SHERIFF: 
MAUREEN: 
SHERIFF: 
MAUREEN : 
They were 
SHERIFF: 
MAUREEN: 
SHERIFF: 
MAUREEN: 
SHERIFF: 
MAUREEN: 
they had 
SHERIFF: 
MAUREEN: 
SHERIFF: 
MAUREEN: 


and spun 
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(cont) "You're gonna suck on this all night, Bitch! All fuckin 


kin suckin bitch!" 


Aint that lovely? That's just 


lovely. 


I just wrote down wat she said he said. 


Yeah well just you be quiet and don't say nothing more. 


Hell I'm just getting warmed up. Fooey! You're not fair. 


Enormously engorged. I gotta get out of this work. 


Please? Sheriff? The rest of this is legally important. 


All right. Just summarize the rest. Gonna puke in a minute. 


Ah hah! Now that's just what his partner was doing apparently. 


both quite drunk. 
Do say? Where's he? 
It's all in the report. 


I can't wait. 


Yes. Well. She, in her fright, Mrs Adinolfi-- 


The former Lucy-Eileen Fannone. 


Close enough. She ran right between the drunks and to their car which 


driven out on the ice. 


Also actionable according to ordinance last year. 


I got that! I wrote it down. 


You're up to D minus. 


In the charges! 


Anyway, she took off in the car, but couldn't get control in her panic 


it around a dozen times or so. 


"In the hypercharged emotional 


atmosphere I had difficulty achieving the requisite control." 


SHERIFF: 


MAUREEN: 


Silly asshole. Beg pardon again. 


Not a? all. Anyway, when se finally got the vehicle clear of the lake 


after missing our dodging and extended hero in there, she came back and hit hin, 
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knocking him cold. On his back fortunately. 
SHERIFF: Skip the fortunatelysand unfortunatelys. 


MAUREEN: Check. The other hero fled. 
SHERIFF: I can understand that. 


MAUREEN: But before he could get off the ice she almost got him a couple 
of times too. I alerted Deer River—-in which direction he was streaking. 
SHERIFF: Have one frozen ass he gets that far. 

MAUREEN: When she finally got here, after being lost for about two hours 
of literary hysteria—- 7 
SHERIFF: Figures. 

MAUREEN: I got Dr. Swenson, the young one, to come over and examine her. 
SHERIFF: You're not likely to ask for the older one. 

MAUHEEN: Of course she was babbling by then, besides being a pronounced 
shade of blue. I had already been out to the lake and back and had ole 
Extendo locked up back there. 

SHERIFF: No heater in the car or her too shook to find it? 

MAUREEN: Both ... or neither. The car was full of snow. 

SHERIFF: Was what? 

MAUREEN: The two heros had been drinking most of the day and I guess when they 
got started it was mild. 

‘SHERIFF: Five above or so. 

MAUHEEN: So the other character evidentally had all his windows open 
before the storm hit. By the way I got his name from St. Paul but when 
he called he refused to acknowledge it. | 

SHERIFF: Called? 

MAUREEN: To give a character reference for El Swello in there. 

SHERIFF: I don't think one from President Truman'd help him, but I know that 


that other pervert'll come after that shitbox car after a bit. I deal with 


him then you can bet your Aunt Fanny! 


MAUREEN: They had gone to the wrong lake. 

SHERIFF: We got a few. 

MAUREEN: Apparently the particular, uh, girl they were seeking-—- 
eventially some import since our local young ladies-—- 

SHERIFF: You stop right there cause I heard all the filth I'm gonna from 
that report or you. Thishere's gotta be business! Professional business. 
It aint no schoolgirl game. 

MAUREEN : I agree. ° 
SHERIFF: You agree! You don't know what you're agreeing to! 

MAUREEN: I do too! 

SHERIFF: Criminal Science 1 indeed! 

MAUREEN: Might I go professionally on? 

SHERIFF: I already told’ you no, but that #6! be a novelty. 

MAUREEN: I interpret that as a go-ahead. When I got there, your intern, 
to the lake, in my on car (seventern and a half miles at five cents a mile) 
I right away found him and put my ski cap over it. Well, first I tried to 
-+einsert it back in his trousers but I'm not that strong. Anyway the 
pants are not quite made to handle it that way or something. 

SHERIFF: My God almighty you shouldn't 've. You're not supposed to-—- 
‘MAUREEN: _ Emergency. 

SHERIFF: (covering his ears) That's all! That's all! 

MAUREEN: ‘(louder) Rolled him to the car. Eccentrically. Levered him in 
after a bit. 

SHERIFF: You gotta dirty mind is what you got. 

MAUREEN: Aw Sheriff, have a heart! Nothing has ever happened to me. Ever! 
I'm pure. In the most technical sense. At its most narrow. Uh, well theres 
some room for debate. 


SHERIFF: Shut up cause I'm not listening. Told you about my own daughter 
didn't I? : 


MAUREEN: I responded by the way to a call from Mr. Bert Oberman which I duly 
logged in as complaint about cars and drunks on ice, Big Lake. 

SHERIFF: You hear that? That's what you was supposed to tell me first? 
That's why it's a lousy report-—-the biggest reason that is. 

MAUREEN: What would you do if I cried? 

SHERIFF: Now now I-— 

MAUREEN: Forget it. I haven't cried yet and I won't. I throw everything 

I got into everything I do and that's all there is to it. If people 

don't like it or don't like me,then-- 

SHERIFF: Oh get off you damn high horse. I'd rather see you cry than that. 
MAUREEN: Boy would you. 

SHERIFF: Never mind any more of this, (shouts) You best wake up, young man, 
if there's your side of this anywhere. 

MAUREEN: He did wake up the once to beg me not to tell his mother or 
commanding officer. 

SHERIFF: He's in the service? 

MAUREEN: On his way to officers' school. 

SHERIFF: Figures. 

MAUREEN: His plane was-—- 

‘SHERIFF: (leaping up and striding) God damn! Little bitty town with once 
in a blue moon domestic disturbance or six or seven kids pissing into a lake 
and now it's every day a circus of crime! I gotta get me early retirement. 
Nerves can't take it no more. And Doc Swenson, the old one'd sign it. 

_(He stares at the grain elevators on the calendar for two beats.) 

MAUREEN; --was sroanded in Minneapolis and then he started hitchhiking. 

A meat truck brought him here. 


SHERIFF: Must be Canadian army he was interested in, getting this far north. 
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MAUREEN: I speculated that at a point he mistook north for south while 
encountering quite a few watering places before he hooked up with the other 
hero at Frozen Assets up on Middle Lake. And that's where they hatched 
their scheme: the other hero apparently knowing a real pro somewhere. 
SHERIFF: Goddamn disgusting shit takes the cake. 

MAUREEN: I hope not. 

SHERIFF: YOu cam go home now. 

MAUREEN: What'll I do about my hat? 

SHERIFF: (weariest) I'll go see. 

SKIPPER: (off) No! Please! 

MAUREEN: Goodness! It must be completly frozen in the up position, 

like a stuck drawbridge or something. 

SHERIFF: Keep going on with this flip stuff and you'll see! Attitudes got 
a lot to do with things. 

MAUREEN: Tell him. But I'll stop. You got to admit , though, it's an 
unusual case. 

SHERIFF: It's just indecent exposure, take away the comedy. 

MAUREEN: It's just stupidity. 

SHERIFF: That too. 

MAUREEN: I think he's crying. 

_ SHERIFF: They always cry afterwards. 

MAUREEN: He asked fifty times if I could give himabreak. I told him I 
couldn't but-——- 

SHERIFF: Uh uh, sister. That silly woman gives to both parties in this town and 
in the state too. She'd be committewoman if she could do something without 
falling down. Anyways, I give himabreak and she burns up the wires to 

St. Paul and I end up getting the mayor, permanent, on my neck. He can only 


handle one idea at a time and that'd be me. No thanks. So I can't see 


SHERIFF: (cont) no other way but that he got to go in front of the justice 
and hear this complaint read. No twoways about it. After all, the woman 
saw whgrf she saw and heard what she heard. 
MAUREEN: Sheriff! 
SHERIFF: Yeah Sheriff! It's what I know how to be even with every goddamn thing 
getting more awful every goddamn day! 
MAZREEN: Now come on! Three quarters of the people in this township have 
done worse things. 
SHERIFF: I'd say half. And they wasn't caught at it. 
MAUREEN: Come on now. 
SHERIFF: Come on now my ass! What you care about anyways? 
MAUREEN: Maybe I want to take it home. 
SHERIFF: I warned you earlier about those damn jokes of yours. Jesus Mary 
and Joseph the ladies are worse than the men nowadayseI swear to God they is. 
Do they all the time make dirty jokes at that damn college now? Is that 
what they do? 
MAUREEN: She's back at the lake by now. Young Doc Swenson was gonna 
Why notgive her a call? 
drop her off./ If he answers hang up. 
SHERIFF: Now why, ‘cond I enna do that? For what reason? You answer me that! 
MAUREEM: You're a vet. Let's get him to Korea faster. 
SHERIFF: Keep talking. I aint listening but keep talking. 
MAZREEN: She is a somewhat worldly woman and that in there is the All 
American boy! Boy of the month back in Connecticut. Lion's Club. 
He showed me his trophy. Picture of it. 
SKIPPER: (sobs) I was. Boy of the month. 
SHERIFF: Good! You/re good at showing things. You can show it to the judge. 
SKIPPER: (sobs) 
MAUREEN: Sheriff! Why be so mean? 


SHERIFF: You just shut up. (two beats) Arid you in there better shut up and 


oe 


SHERIFF: (cont) (whispers) shut up your ears too. 

MAUREEN: Hes not hearing a thing. 

SKIPPER: I!m not hearing a thing. 

SHERIFF: Comes to his senses instantly. Some don't learn so fast. 

MAUREEN: Touché . 

SHERIFF: All right. I'll try calling the crazy witch. God knows I don't 

want nothing to do with a case like this if I can help it. I'm off to the mayor's 

office. He's off ice-fishing so what he don't know won't hurt him. At any 

rate I don't wan't you two to hear what I say. 

MAUREEN: My mouth would be zipped! Zipped! It'd never pass my lips. 

SHERIFF: You can't help yourself. (exiting) If he moves shoot him. 

Enormously engorged! Jesus H. Christ on a bicycle! 

SKIPPER: Oh my God! Oh my God! This isn't happening. I don't remember 

any of it. Nothing! Except cold. Awful awful cold! I...just couldn't 've-- 

MAUREEN: We have an eyewitness. Not the most reliable but reliable enough. 

SKIPPER: Do you really have a gun? 

MAUREEN: I can shoot one. You don't get soft girls up here or or or or 
whores 

sucking whites either. You bastards with your low bastard's opinions 

of women! Boy oh boy we're gonna put the screws down on you till you howl. 

Howl! And I'll love every minute of it. And I could shoot you. Boy could I! 

And give me back my hat. Empirical evidence seems to indicate that it's 

no longer needed. 

SKIPPER: Yes. Uh. Yes. Excuse me. Thank you. (Hat's tossed in-—- 

long floppy knitted cap, red, with huge bulbous multicolored tassel.) 

MAUREEN: Oh God now I'm turning scarlet. I can feel it. The perverted 

rottenness of this breaks through the comedy or something. Gets me deep. 


The human comedy. It turns us all into assholes finally. Makes us 


all expose ourselves. 


SKIPPER: What I did wasn't so-- 


New 


MAUREEN: Oh yes it was. And don't get encouraged. I'm using exposed 
figuratively. It's just a whatchcallit? Metaphor. 

SKIPPER: You're nice. Really you are. 

MAUREEN: Course you operated in strictly the literal range. (giddy laughing) 
SKIPPER: I never know if you're ever on my side. Not really. 

MAUREEN: Don't count on me cause I don't count. Besides I'm a police 
officer. You'd better count on Mrs Adinolfi being reasonable. But hell, 

I know she will--for a small price. 

SKIPPER: Whaaaa? 

MAUREEN: For me to know and you to find out. Like just about everything 
if I can judge from our acquaintance so far. Boy oh boy this little 

job has been an education. 

SKIPPER: I'll bet, but what did you mean about Mrs-—-? 

MAUREEN: You're the first dickie waver though. Damn but you're making me 
nervous again. I'm nervous just being here with you. This is serious shit 
you're into. Yuk! It's...awful damn sick stuff, don't you think? 

SKIPPER: Please. Don't. I'm not anything like...drunk! I got drunk 

at aes or something. Holy Jesus what happened to at Maybe I got 

a brain tumor! 

MAUREEN: Calm down now and don't worry. You just relax as much as you can. 
SKIPPER: Thanks...for everything. 

MAUREEN: You're just a pervert is all. 

SKIPPER: Do you always have the back of that hand ready? You Irish or something? 
It's meanness. 

MAUREEN: They don't jail you for that. 

SKIPPER: They should. 

MAUREEN: You'll like our accomodations. Decent and clean but with lots of 
reminders of what a shit you are. I went through with my penology class. 


SKIPPER: God oh please God I'll do anything if only— 
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MAUREEN: If you have to be incarcerated you can see the priest. 

SKIPPER: How-—? 

MAUREEN: When you showed me your boy of the month picture I saw your Army 

ID and it said R.C. You know, more I think about it--when I'm not disgusted 
or laughing that is--what...what you did was...Catholic. 

SKIPPER: Are you crazy? 

MAUREEN: No! I think there was something Catholic in what you did. 

That's all. Represssion. Rules. Answers. It all makes sense. And all the 
guilt that comes with the whole freien package. And your mother. 

SKIPPER: My mother? 

MAUREEN: Like to meet her. One look. Icing ladyfingers for the priests 

in the rectory: typical Catholic sneak. And your father, milktoast 

driving the nuns in the station wagon, stopping so they can pee at Howard Johnson's. 
SKIPPER: Look! I appreciate what you're done trying to get the sheriff 

to call that lady and your hat, but...I just go drunk. There's no Cath-- 
MAUREEN: Nah. Uh uh. Devils fighting deep in there. Had to bust out. 

The terror of secrets secrets secrets! Bless me Father for I have imagined 
gorgeous sin, infinite perversions of of of of penises and breasts and 
undulating asses stretching to eternity! Oh it was Catholic all right. 
SKIPPER: Give me the gun. 

MAZREEN: And I heard some shit that nuns won't let little girls wear patent 
leather shoes cause their panties'd reflect. 

SKIPPER: I don't know. I don't know anything about that or or or 

anything else. I don't know anything. I'm a zero, a zero! 

MAUREEN: Now don't let the word panties throw you. It's just underwear—- 
unless you're a collector. Then you can cut up the ones you're tired of-- 
say the peach-colored--and make bookmarks for your missal. 


SKIPPER: Oh come on! 
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MAUREEN: Secrets. Catholic secrets. Shhhhhhhhhhhhhh! 


Scene 2 


On the outside of the window where snow adds to the pile on the sill in 
whipping strings, where the frosty-gold pane shudder from time to time. 


We see only their shadowy forms inside. 


SKIPPER: He sure doesn't like me. 

MAUREEN: Who cares? He had to tak@all those accident reports home to 

straighten out. Hes forgotten you. Actually he's kind of sweet. 

Phong my mother to get her okay. She trusts my judgement. You do 

that early up here. 

SKIPPER: That a blizzard out there or what? 

MAUREEN: Pretty isn't it? : 
SKIPPER: That come out of you, who suggested a letter to my commanding officer. 
MAUREEN: What finally sprung you. And he'll never write it. God look at you! 

You need your mommy along! No boots. Little light coat. Oh well , you 

won't freeze completely by the time I get you to Mrs Adinolfi's. 

And she won't press...charges that is. 

SKIPPER: Thank God ! I’m Sorry for everything and can't wait to take my 

face away. 

MAUREEN: Don't mention it. Nothing happens here in winter. It made my life. 
SKIPPER: But how will I get back from the lake? : 
MAUREEN: Don't you ever look at anybody? You would see red hair and green eyes... 


complexion of almond rose. 


SKIPPER: Pardon? 


And now snow feathers down onto the pile on the sill, stick to the panes 


in champaigne-colored crystals. 


MAUREEN: 


SKIPPER: 


MAUREEN: 


and then 
Like a minister or a doctor or a lawyer or a whore! 
all as ridiculous as you are! 


There's too much to laugh at! 


What I said was car full of snow oh Jesus! 

Here we go again! 

It's truer haven't laughed my full. Sheriff put a lid on me 
I had to guard a dangerous prisoner. All in a professional manner! 
Professional! It's 
You have to give me a full ten minutes. 


I'll never laygh again at you-- 


maybe never again anyway, living here. 


SKIPPER: 
MAUREEN : 
SKIPPER: 
MAUREEN: 
SKIPPER: 
MAUREEN : 
complete 
now it's 
SKIPPER: 
MAUREEN: 
SKIPPER: 


MAUREEN : 


entertainment director in Hell. 


SKIPPER: 


MAUREEN: 


SKIPPER: 


MAUREEN: 


Please? Can't we go? 

She's dabbing on Evening In Paris right now. 
Don't you ever stop? 

Boy of the month you know shit! 

It's ... immoral.  She's...over fifty. 

Christ the wonderful drunken Catholic riding around with another 
bum in a car full of snow and with hot plans for oral rape and 
morality. Last refuge of the pervert. 

How would you like me to make fun of you allfhe time? 

I got six brothers and they're all pulling on it from morning till night. 
How interesting. Ever hear of a one-joke play? 
I live one with these damn Swedes. In their own joke a Swede is 
Gives an idea of the general gaety hereabouts. 
I'm walking out-of here now, with or without. Qoooo00! 
What? 

Just started shaking. 


Someone walking on your grave. 


SKIPPER: I...just can't take any more. 

MAUREEN: Oh pretty my mouth and pretty my eyes and pretty oh pretty oh pretty 
my hair. 

All wind ceases and the pile of snow on the sill seems to be growing 


from within itself. The golden panes bloom. 


MAUREEN: I'm Catholic too, Skipper. 
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Within that kind of sun-room“which rambled from post Victorian houses-—-— 
a sofa with a brick or books substituting for a carved leg, institutional- 
looking card tables and chairs scattered areund/ty tas waves of the 
linoleum floor. This stuck-on sunporch of an older building at the 
veterans hospital in West Haven, Connecticut. | 

The grimy individual panes of glass break up one surly thunderhead 
in the sky outside. The round picture tube of an ancient television 
console holds that thunderhead in ghostly miniature. An unlit brass 
lamp is atop the television, a tiny bit of warmth. 

Her form went by the glass panes, bulky and flying, a glass door 
shook and slammed. "What's the idea of the dark?" she asked. "Isn't it 
dark enough out there?"' 

"What is it ever? The idea of dark?" His voice wee as loud as 
the ticking the window panes behind her, ast she could barely make him 
out seated at a card table which contained anportable typewriter. 

"I like it," he went on, "this idea of yours abaut the idea of dark, 

as if there were no actual dark and you came here to share this idea, 
or rather this idea of an idea, with me. It's all so very interesting 
but I'm unfortunately ignorant of everything I say." 

"Sometimes I just think that you talk to weary yourself." 

"Or you?" 


"Listen! I can turn around and go!" Her clothes rustled. 
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"Listen to you!" 
"I'm so beat anyway," as she sunk into a metal chair still some distance 
from his dim presence. 

"Exhaustion and despair," came his monotone, "the gold dust twins of 
middle age." And now the ino. suddenly awash with rain which momentariy 
brightered the room, revealing to her his fatigue uniform the shirt of which 
is covered with company patches such as Ford and Jhn Deere, plus a few 
army regiments' patches, and some slogans, chief of which were 
STAY HIGH IN HELL and NAM: ONE GOLDEN YEAR. 

They listend to the rain, droning now though huge drops were smacking 
some drain pipe nearby. She picked up a coverless Newsweek as if knowing 
it would have no interest, tossed it away and then lurched up to go over 
to him, peck him on the forehead, brass highlights from the lamp sliding 
in her red hair. "I'm sorry for the actual dark," he whispered as:she sat 
down nearer him. "When you take this new medicine you're photosensitive 
or some medical folkshit. The doctor, another a doctor—-you'd like him, he's 
from Minneapolis but a more or less happy Swede--well he didn't tell me. 
I read up on it in the mediaal library. ally a green scrubsuit and 
look like a battered doctor." 

"You know all @@ the tricks by now." 

"Too many. Anyway, they're using it on some of the Agent Orange kids 
too. You're sitting in Agent Orange Headquarters right now, me banging 
out ten letters a week with two popsickle fingers. 

"Didn't some of that swelling go down?" 

"Never. But I'm don't even think about it anymore. These Vietnam kids 

as their expiring lobbyist. 

have given me one last shot at lifes One of them even gave me this uniform. 


Isn't that something?" 


“After years of stylish army pyjamas I don't know what to say." 
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His chair chattered across the cold linoleum as he hopped a little 
in his enthusiasm. ‘He's wearing tem now so I — this. That's their 
trouble, these kids: They'd give you anthing. / why they were just right 
for Nam. My generation ate shit, steaming. That's why we were just right 
for Korea." 

Vv 

Her muffled mio he wide nest of her clothing: "I can't say 
I'm in the mood for any of your mini-lectures, Skipper." 

"I never am. HOw are the children?" 

"Same." 

"Waiting for slow old Mister Death. The bells have been tolling forever, 
through the dozéns of drugs and hopes. Ah the endless fugue of the dance 
of death, sucking life from me the dancer even as it's sucked from all 
of you till we all of us are victims of deepest down bone-exhaustion. 

And some mornings the pain in just lifting one finger when I beg to go." 

"Now try not to cry. I know it's selfish of me but...I can't take it. 
I'm...cried out." 

just 

She didrilt move as he wrenched up towards her but just dragged himself 
around the area of his cardtable desk. "All these years married to an 
eggplant. My God I almost got you to laugh. When I think of the way 
we started, the frazen-ass craziness. Long long ago as the sun runs and 
te runs and runs--past ice lakes...past fire. 

: =) ——-——''But you did warn me then that someone was walking on my grave." 
ee "Just," and she patted smooth her cape and skirt, "an expression." 
The rain beat on the drainpipe wn sages Mrooity 


"The grass must be worn off it by now." 


"Never mind all that now. Tell me why you have to hidein the dark?" 
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"If I go into the light," g@he sat, "I'll die. Blotch to death. Actually 
I heard about this photosensitive baloney from the tube here, a show they 
pipe ini for the doctors." 
"That thing's a museum piece." 

"If you wish a short history of technology sige technology is killing me-- 
all pictures tubes used to be round like this. Zenith just decided not to 
mask ee es, Theré can't be many of these left. Just this one in 


my office-bedroom and a couple retained at Indian reservations I figure 


-—Gince they see all of nature in a circle." 


"your office and bedroom?" 

"Right. You can always extract the least interesting topic. Anyway, 
I got permission to live and work here, the crank, the advocate, bridge 
between Korea and Vietnam. I'm forgotten, ‘and they're a pain in the ass, 
these Nam kids. In another ten years or so some other kids can can get 
their balls shot off and it'll be the Nam vets forgotten. But I'll be long 
long dead by then. You know, my mother never raised her boy to be 
a soldier, and my father was a soldier for my mother's genteel causes. 
He deserves rows of medals. A typical American hero of sothinn. 

"Dad still comes around to see the kids. He's so sweet. But she won't." 

"The impending divorce. catholic." 

"Whatever. Though it's not quite final yet I guess you know." 

"It's final You're to go out and get a real husband, not an eggplant. : 
He struck a key on the typewriter for emphasis and she wrapped her arms 
around herself, the shadows of raindrops running along her white hands. 

"No. I'll never marry again’ 1 fast want to live alone. With the kids 


until they leave and then alone. I...want to talk to myself about everything 


for years and years. I don't think I'll ever stop because there's so 


much I want to say, so much I want to ask myself. I know that I'm divorcing yov 


een ke a : 
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and divorcing that part of my life. I know that I'm doing that and that 
I must do it...but I don't know why. Not exactly. When I'm alone Tl} get the 
chance to ask myself why about sverything- Can you understand that, Skip?" 
He had been shuffling over to the windows and now was tracing the 
humped top of a thunderhead cloud, the raindrops stippling his fatigues, and 


one patch STAY HIGH, IN HELL lowing with red flugrescert letters. She noted the 
floppy back of his priet, a owling shirt kind of script: KILL EM ALL AND LET GOD 


Ff "understand it? Nope. Ask yourself why about everything -? Why bother? /SORT EM OUT. 


Cayse there's no why in any big sense. I'm here because I stumbled into some 
primitive military exp rimant years ago which turned me into a kind of mush 
as the are Oleg but why didi: God or Fate or whatever fuck me over 
that greviously? The more I though about it the less I knew. The more 
you think the less you know. The more you find out the less you know." 

She shook her head, the slight aio of her clothes making 
him turn from the window toher. "I know I'll find the answers for 
myself. Not for you, not for anybody else. But for myself yes!" 

He pee nae her but his eyes instantly lost focus. "you'll marry 
again. For life. No eggplant this time." 

"No way, Skipper!" 

"and what" his arms flew out, palms up."'do we say at this final, still 
point? What is there to say?" 

"Its been said and resaid." 

"My Maureen O'Hara!" He started for her but stumbled, catching himself 
fiercely, indicating as she tried to rise, that she shouldn't help him; 
then he shuffled painfully back to his chair at the card table, her 
cleging her eyes as he gripped the table for a full minute, then fell 
tym the metal chair. "Like her. The redhead," he gasped. "Beautiful 


and cheeky. Oh pretty you, hair..-" 


“pon't. Forget it- It's the past. It's hard gnough now with the divorce..." 


ae eee 


"Forget the Catholic bit yourself,"' he whispered. It cae easy to 
promise then, bursting with crazy life. How could we anticipate? 
How could they? They're not in the anticipating business. Let them 
walk through hell in their brocaded vestments or through a jungle of bleeding 
kids, or be on the ward when they bring these shrieking grunts in. Hell, they 
could swing a little incense out of the golden censor. The Head's 'd love it." 
"Why blame them, the Church?" 
"I blame everybody!"' 
"Why?" 
"Cause everybody aint enough!" 
“Another dead end. Do you talk about these things with your psychiatrist?" 
He let his forehead fall to the typewriter. "Endlessly." 
"Poor Skip. My poor old Skip." 
"Excuse me while I cut through your pity in order to die. ...ooops, 
didn't work that time. But I'm getting better." 
The light had darkened in the old sunporch and when he lifted his 
head from the typewriter he looked dead to her, his face white, his eyes 
flat paflestions of the surly clouds outside. He slowly pwhed the keys 
on the typewriter by twos and threes to make a jam. But then quickly 
unstuck them and turned fully to her. "No. I won't play. This...your last visit ." 
"Skip! I sartainis intend to-—" 
"No. I wouldn't want you to. Let's join us by light anyway." 

“te Elicked onthe brass lamp and a weak orangy light flowed down. "What is that? 
He madea great effort to focus his eyes. "It's a... cape! I believe in 
miracles! Excqt the one that these doctors might be right once in their 
treatment of choice. But religious miracles yes!" 

"Now don't jump back on religion." 


"Well it's folklore really. It's just that your cape will make our, 
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parting easier, will explain to you by logic and to me by poetry." 

"I got it in a thrift shop near Yale. A few dollars." 

"A steal! Y@u be careful I don't steal it now." 

"And what did you read that brings this on?" 

"I don't read,'' he sweeps one arm. "I let it flow in. It joins 
other seas. 

"Whatever." 


"Whatever it's...whatever..,I." He was furiously rubbing his 


eyes with the back of his hands. 


"Skip! Stop that!! 

"Oh. Sorry. Ever...in the movies when the film stops and you see 
a frame burning. Just this now one burned on me. One burns every day. 
Clockwork. It's my clockwork. If I were good in Math I could tell 
you how many I have left." 

"God help you," she whispered the rain whipping the glass. 

"He has done enough to me, but back to folklore and why the cape makes 

; ; “ 

everything easier. ale 

"Maybe God led me to buy it." She adjusted the cape around hergneck 

"Did he offer to pay too? C'mon God! You never buy a fuckin round! 
Why you so cheap? I take it back! Hes been known to spring at the 
country club. Hé& Likes a better class. Ah hah and even a hint of 
a smile from my Maureen O'Hara." 

"You'll never quit!" 

"Have. And when they lower me down I hope it's nice weather for you 
and the kids." 

"If you're busting with a story or something, why don't you go 
sii ant say it?" 


"Story of my life. Always exposing myself. Now don't look at your 


watch again." 


gh Ne 


78 


"Easy for you to say."' She drew her white arm into the cape. 

"Everything'd be easy to say if I could just give up trying to 
connect things." 

"A little leaping, old Bucko." 

"Ah now you are my Maureen O'Hara in The Quiet Man." 

"I got the red hair is alli. Look at this thick body plumped down on 
this stupid chair in this...hellish damp." 

"This is the last story 111 ever tell you and when I finish you'll 
leave with an o\erbrimming heart cause you ahve to go back to the old stories 

.to find a heart. And because of the story you'll never come back here. 
You'll never come back." 

What happens at such a time? When a truth is recognized which could 
never have been spoken of before this snaeve ts sounds of life swim in, 
amplified, the rain outside,the creaks of their chairs, the old porch 
shifting in the gusts of windgsgG aly os¢ 3an echo a bexs Words q 

"Oh Skipper," she was crying, "I heard other stories from you and they--" 

"Stop!" He put up his hand like a traffic cop and it looked even more 
pale and swollen in the dim glow from the brass lamp. "Too weak for you, Maureen! 
You're my fighter and I don't want to hear you give up." 

"I've done all I've could," she sobbed. "Its finished me, Skipper. 

You havel'' She daubed at her cheeks with the cape. 

"It's an Irish story, thus one in our bones. In the cold bones of 
the world." 

"And how pmuch is parody? You're picking up the bullshit brogue 
already.'"' 

" I can make fun of most things but not this one. There's a salt 
stamp down in it, a sting like the sea's lash." 


"This is not the way you talk." 
"It's talking through me." 


—————————— 
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"IT used to be able to tell, how much you were making fun. Whatever... 
I've got to go soon. I don't want the kids to be eating TV dinners. 
It's the one resolve I've been able to hold to." 
He pointed thick finger to the windows whererain was washing, bubbles 
in the breaks GF the putty like tears. "It was the dark chill of a washing-down 
day like this when--" 
Her white hand shot out from the cape. "I cant stand this bard." 
"What you're witnessing is a melting. Since everthing melts in me 


courtesy of my lingering disease ,why then this story has melted too 


‘and I'm it." 


"You got ten minutes." 

"World versus art." 

"Five." 

en 

"Enough. W@ll thné,this Irish farmer goes out to fish in some 
freezing green and slippery seaweed place somewhere, some some Irish rock in 
piercing cold gray, and he discovers a mermaid. You laugh?" 

She pushed her red hair back to stretch her forehead. "Oh sometimes 
a woman gets eo hammered out so by life that this kind of, I don't know, 
female of the fancy, of whimsey, cheers one a bit. Something like that." 

She sat very still at the edge of the weak lamplight; he went on 
with his story, the cadtable almost dancing as he gripped it, the jacket, 
with its numb>grous patches ,shaking. : 

"She has placed her beautiful caped beside her while she combs her hair, 
the cape woven of seaweek and flowers and studded with shells and coral and 
irridescent fish cosy of mine 
"For whiclfthis is a poor substitute." 


‘Well he watched her on that black rock, this farmer, but he especially 


watched that cape for he knew its magic, of course, that she'd have to 


Bias ee, 


Mae 5S aa 


80 


come and do his bidding if he got it. So when she fanned out her 
tresses and turned to get the most of the breeze he seized it, and 
commanded that she go back to the farm with hin.” 

"Did he carry her or did she sort of flop down the byways?" 

"He commanded her to become an ordinary woman of course--" 

"But with a hell of a past." 

“'fhe magic inthe cape made this easy enough." 

"So she got her two legs and trouble in between. Hardly a magic 
result." 

"If you wish." The lamplight seemed brighter suddenly, the panes 


being thick with black rain. New drops pocked in with .s. audible snaps. 


"It's your story," she sighed. 


"Half. Well she became the farmer/s wife and worked and worked of course 


and had child after child. Good Catholics onthe grimmest of lands." 

"And her always trying to get that cape back." 

"You know her well, Maureen." 

"What choice do we have? A man steals your very nature away. 
Anything in your power to get it back." 

"He hid it every day before he went out to the fields and she spent 
what time she could searching. But one dank and cold sea-wind morning 
he got careless, one of the children, a girl, seeing him bury it 
under the thatch of the cottage, reporting it to her mother, the oddity 
of what she had seen her father do. And with him still heading to the 
fields, the knuckles stull blue and freezing on his red and purple and 
freckled Irish hands, she climbed up there." 

"Get iti" naurecn got a nabiune: "Fix the sonofabitch!" 


"She is soon enough sliding into the gray-green sea, that cape blowing 


gorgeously behind her." 
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And now she shows him her full white face as she leans forward, tears 
otrikin : 
eplashipe onte the icy linoleum. "And the children? Back with that 
thick brute?" 
His voice became spooky and grating. ''They endured. The way we 
all do." 
"But they had to stay out of the sea since she'd drown them of course." 
"In her love and anger. %e=take=tirerdewtmines—hem=snapeemewnerrs 
~ wis eebererer. To kill them to have them to love them, 
to entirely posses them. To hurt him. To hurt him whatever the cost. 
Oh how all the ideas spin and spin in my head! You must get loose of that. 
You must get ienen of everything." 
She rose at his falsetto voice, her chair clattering away. 
He stared after her, wet gusts flapping his clothes )long after 


her leaving, until a draft finally blew the door shut. 
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-I'm having my period. 
Everything can be beautiful. 

Let's make a decision one way or the other before we're all 

too wasted. There's something like Darvon in the mix I took. 
-No physician should take pills randomly. 
-Just prescribe them that way. 
Right you are ladies, and check, horny Jew. I'm eke now pondering ritual. 
You can bring decency to any shit with ritual. Ask the Catholic Church 
and The New York Yankees. Now what if we pantomime Kent State--but with 
cocksucking? : 

When you get to the bottom, stop. 
-You guys are only boring when you talk. 
-As far as we can tell. 
Please! I am brain-radiating! Leave me sketch for you a living pornographic 
picture. 

i Like TV. 

But with sweat and other flavors. 
«I'm exercising veto power, 
Don't reject something before you hear it. Forget that you're an American. 


We will definitely find the compromising position that you're used to. 


-This kind of wit wouldn't make it back East. 

-Or even in the back seat. 

Maybe so, but that aint what we're famous for. We give Service, not Eliot. 
-Booooooo! 

Now listen. We got to get to the logistics of this thing. This is a technical 
no an engineering problem. Wheen is good cause engineering's the last 

thing I dropped out of. Now! Ahem! The criteria! Everybody's got to 


get something, maybe two things if we're intelligent planners. That's the 


trouble «pith the country: no planning. 
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~-Grandpa was slow but he was old. 


I'm listening, but there's but one blocking factor. I feel the excruciating 


need to ask something extra of Jew, and therefore he must be promised more. 


Work it out. 
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This is the image I see. Olive complected and oily Jew in a coffin working over 
Cheruba, her blonde hair splayed out on blood-red silk, a big, talcum powered, a 
non-sweating white-blonde American doll! In the embalming room amidst the 
pumps and sinks this Jew, forbidden from her father's verdant fairways. : 
It's a fuckin whatchacallit? Archetype. . 
Or coat of arms. 
Sex and Death in: the American Nubile. ! 
Eddy Poe, what were you doing in that tomb? 
I'd like to close by saying, affirming!, that what has kept this coutry great 
is excluding Jews from Christian fairways. 
-I don't like his watching us. 
Jack? He is glazed cae: Like a donut. . 
History might report that he got the best of it. 


So beauteous Cheruba, is it a deal if Doc flies Hast? A date in the cool 


Daddu/s 
room of ae Sebtngs out establishment? * 
j 
-If it means that much. s. | 


Smashing. And in return I want Jew to have something of mine. The dick 
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worse than fate. Or is that too much like Nixon there? 
-You can't make anything out from that rotten TV. Looks like confetti. 
I'd rather die. 


So would I and I been fuckin trying and trying and trying, but that's beside 
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the point. Now listen, those capable, the greatest ideas are simple. 
First I remove these imprted shorts.and ...then these jockey briefs thusly, 


and fling them over the balcony rail-- 
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-Look out below. 
Well what do you think? 
-Disgustingly average. 
-Flying three thousand miles for that? 
Hold your applause for the end. Now while the other participants disrobe-- 
that's the idea girls! You're giving my hardon a hardon--I'll bring to 
stage center thisssssss aluminum chaise lounge. Observe! 
-Z was expecting a dog. 
The dog drew a bye. 
Ah good you are good Nazis in zuh complete removing of auh clothing. 
-Haste is beginning to become necessary. 
-If twere done twere best done quickly. 
But of course. Now please to observe me get-tink under this flimsy piece of 
furniture, und with this magnificient organ protruding through the 
lattice here. Ouch. No art without pain. 
-Lattice get it on! 
Secondly, my flute player's tongue through this upper opening. Send first 


the feminist to be eaten. 
-My cue. 


Angela! 
Please!/ Not quite this quickly since I must talk a bit more. Withdraw the 


beaver s'il vous plait; now Cheruba should now--slowly! you anticipator-- 
sit down on what she would diminish--this leaves her front deck open 

for Doc's divebomber. There will, of course, be endless variations. 
| Ladies should eventually give to ladies and note, Doc, men to men. 

A further note: if it is done correctly, no one should see Nixon.., 


though Spiro might pop in for a handout. 
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All right, the laughing hysteria I didn't mind though it went on about ten 


minutes too long. But the situation proved to be ridiculous. As I say 
the silliness was okay, but this I do mind cause I knew for long and s 


sad experience it was coming. This sour funk. Can anybody sing 


It's a Lovely Day Today? You Are My Sunshine? How about that one 
with the happy Austrian gang? The Suck of Moo-Shit! 

Meally guys, I was the one nearly latticed to death near the end 
of this bad century. And you were really laughing your fat ass off, 
Cheruba, especially when playing that first aid spray on my excoriated 
organ. And the more it burned the more you laughed. And I could feel 
your sheerist delight, Angleica, through your cunt. That I ‘was being 
castrated while you were being eaten is surely the high church feminist dream. 
Sucking emasculating masochistic whore-bitches--it's no wonder I love you. 
-If I start laughing again I'll get sick all over the floor. 


So the chair collapsed. Life does, daily. Doc's belly flop wasn't the ae 


finest example of grace in this century! Fuck it. Angela, Doc, you never 
e€deh edo 
really got to do a thing.-.—-_e—aminesnem; and Doc, baby, we never got near 
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the point of very special knowledge of each other. 


Ciabbibesn, 


I'm afraid I'm ferociously heterosexual. Then again, I've 
Fout out a more modest slice of everything in this life. 


Anyway it's an age of transition, lightning transition. Let's forget the 


sai eh ARS cain Shesia nasties 


chaise lounge and all chairs and accesories and just go at it a la carte. 


Cheruba! Now what the fuck's the matter with you all of a sudden? 


-Shaking! Qooo000000. 


Crying too. I'd forgotten what it looked like. Water actually 


PRP ye Ir USI ly Minne aavigle erm ye A ne 
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-Tears pop popping out on your face. Where'd they all come from? 
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-I don't know I don't ‘know I don't knows I'm sorry. 
Goodness! Is it the watery residue of all our innocence? 
Nice. 
_ Thank you, dear. 
7 We all been through it. 
Right! Saint Paul on the road to Long Beach. 
-Forgive me. Forgive me. 
Why not? Just don't shout. 
-To God! To God! 
Hels tuned out Southern California. It's UHF. 
-—Come on Honey. Let me hold you. It's all right. 
And then you'll wind down, Cheruba baby, cause if you rev up you'll fuckin. 
explode, but you permanently downed, I say downed, the atmospheric 
around here cause things'1ll just get more sunk now and merge with the Kotex 


California light. After a while maybe we can have a group puke. Then Doc 


or some other optimistic asshole'll light a candle while I curse the darkness. - 


Ah fuck it. The whole fuckin world's twitching out anyway. 


eK 
Geen C'mon! Get down: off of there! Crazy! 


Well look who's back. Welcome back to the bitterly conscious. : Whoops. 


Now don't carry on so ladies. It's only six stories down to the sidewalk. 


Shut down the fuckin screaming! 


You don't know what you missed Jacky baby. A fucked-up California orgy 
with these speed girls from the traditional Hast, 
Come down from the rail. Please. Wind's tricky. 


He's right. There's no point to be made. 


4 
7 
oT 
| 


veh, aaa 


Maina asco) TR kl i i ia aarti Sti a Se le Oe 


98 


(There is! Life collapsed ‘like a chair. Let's admit how we fail, Jew-coward. a ee 


So? It didn’t work out. We didn’t expect all that much anyway. 
Se? We're close to burnt out cases on a garbage heap. What the 


dln Sd 


hell's the difference? Let's just go and pig out on pizza 
somewhere. oa 
I tried it all. I'm siok of it. 
Right. We all are. So come on down from the rail and we can 
talk about it. Make a plan to to to to do something. 
We cali do that. Make a plan. Go to beach. Beach! 
Hey you got to take your chances in this life. Stepping towards you assholes or 
tipping back into the lap of the gods is all the :same: to me. And just swaying 
here I melt the hearts of these flint-bitches, experimental whores from the 
intellectual 
/East. . Whoooops again! Almost bought it. Ultimate dropout. And they 
really shriek now, the ladies, like fuckin air-raid siren. The Russians 


Are Coming! How can I console you? How can I console you all? Forgive 


Be | 
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them Father for I have sinned. 
Console us by getting the fuck down. 
Take your hand away Jack. Touch me and I fuckin go. Six stories. Count em 


I'll be too busy. 


Crazy. 


Crazy. That's the word here. Something had to happen. You'd think that 
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messing around with an. aluminum chair--something relatively bizarre like that-- 
'd make something happen. I'm losing my voice yelling over these fuckin : f 
hysterical women. Desist! 


Shut up! 


Thank you for your fruitless attempt, Jack. People come back from wars 
on that unwatchable TV and that's something happening. It's fuckin profound 
whether everybody forgets it tomorrow or not. Something means something 


-to them and that's weird. 


99 


jock ar right. Let's talk it over sou at the’ each. 
digh gotta go! - They think crying's a solution. What we need you for? 
I count to three and if they don't leave I will. Race you down girls? 
11 be a blood and hatr pancake when again we meet. | 
: Just take it easy! They're leaving. 


Shame they won't see the outcome. WATCH THE TV NEWS IN THE AIRPORT! 


4 


é 
"A young Los Angeles resident today lost power and took a dive. No big deal. 


You're not serious. 
What's that? 
Come on now, We feel ridiculous yelling up at you. 


It's time. Gentlemen, drink up please. 


~~ ‘ 
Your audience is gone. We can't be your audience. 


We know you too well. Don't be a hotdog. 
I won't be. Doe, I'll make a deal with you. Come up on this rail fora 
minute. For pee a minute. Then I'll come down and that ‘way you'll 
be a Kosher hotdog. 
: No! Doc! 
Prove my manhood. Shock the shit out of Jack too. — 
: I don't believe this. I thought’ you had more 


sense, Doc. Jesus! . 


I'm all out for the nonce. But I'm being careful! Oy! Another 


breeze like that and I jump twenty feet inside the apartment. 
Ole Doc he takes chances. He'll win more than he loses. Hold my hand, 
but lightly! You almost took the both of us out. Your turn Jack. 
Hop up here like a little bunny rabbit. 


hee pre e dpkpienn ise ee 
Fuck no you crazy sonsabitches! 
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You'll be a good surgeon, Doc. JI mean it. And if I have to give my useless 
life for yours I will. Just say the word. 

Now you're holding too tight! 
Just don't look down, Doc. Doc's secret is that he fucked up the orgy on 
purpose. He lik@gto go along with degradation but he doesn't like to be 
degraded. My evil influences only half works with him. Jack, you'll just 
have to go. You could be a hundred and te percent me. Supersaturated. 

Bullshit! Two fuckin idiots. 

Don't get too loose, Doc. I could get an easy revenge right now since 


it was your dumb act almost sliced? my balls off. 


Better get down, Doc. Can't trust him in this 


state. He's going a hundred miles an hour. 


In any state, and didn't the orgy come out bush? Cheap aluminum with Dickie 
watching. Bad odds. And you could see how embarrassed Nixon was. 
I...never noticed. 
I was so fuckin embarrassed at his embarrassment that I started crying 
the same time he was crying for us. It must be what heaven's like. 
My minute's been up for an hour. 
Where you going? You cart make a move, Doc, without I say yes. You know 
I got a taste in my mouth like the taste of the red inside tomato paste 
cans in the dump when it goes black. Taste of life, babies. Convince me 
it makes a difference you leave that? 
Hey! Skip the histrionics. Talk yes, motion no. 
That aint you. YOu're afraid of nothing. You watch it all go by and you 
see it all. 
All right now. Both of you down! This is stupid. 
I can't watch. I'll leave! 


Doesn't go by for me, Doc. It just stays there. It's a frame. I'm stuck 


in a frame. The ground down there és the background. 
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Let's stay foreground? 

Maybe I'll hit the ground and keep going. Aint that a hot shit fantasy? 
No! You'll a gown, get some beer 
and have some laughs and get far fuckin 
away from this heavy stuff, 

One bitof advice, Doc. Don't try anything at all or one of us goes. Your 

little hand sneaking away! Order your steps in my word! But can't blame 

that big wind on you, ole Doc. Mother Nature farted and other California 
myths of creation. 
Oh God I can't take anymre of this! 
Woooo! Jack Booooo! Look at this phenomenon. We lean forward and 
he runs backwards. Programmed Jack. 
I'm scared now. 
Lift up our arms! Now! Mandala! We're fuckin mandala! We go back to 
the beginning. Gotta get connected. Everything! Wanna go back in, Doo? 
Please. 
Man appears on this earth like a vapor and is gone. 
I'm still d-d-d-d-rifting around. 
Let him go Coffee, please? 
Power! SHverybody saying please. I'll be corrupted. Absolutely. Anyway 
I love you Doc. You could even fuck me if you wanted, 
What's the deal? 

No deal. Look back over your shoulder. Nobody watching. People just go 

on and bodies fall, about seventeen a day. This is America man! Country 

of Death! We take it casually. 
At a certain point I get loose and jump inside. 

Wouldn't advise. Now that you know I love you I have power over you. 

That's all crazy talk. Let's knock it off! 


I'll bet your sergeant-daddy has read more books than you, Jack. It's the 
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middle class you'll end up in that's crazy. Murder Incorporated. 
Bullshit! 

Probably, but while we're on the subject of death, how about a doutle body bag, 
Doc? Budweiser.logo. 

Thanks but no thanks. 
Don't! Doc! I'm trying to think and my brain's a dying mushroom on a 
stick. Killed too many cells and the seven I got left are working like 
trojans. Southern California Trojans. Live? Die? None of the above? 
And what on my tombstone? I got it. Say the fuckin language killed me. 
You can't say anything anybody fuckin understands. Now Doc, you are 
sneaking again. I'll never invite you up here again. 
| Fine. 
Come down with me Doc, right into the monster garbage can of L. A. 
Let's do it for niggers and Mexicans. Let's do it before we become 
Slick white constipated liars. It's the only way they let you handle the cards. 

Getting dizzy...I-- 
Don't worry. 

He'll fall if you don't let go! 

If he falls it won't be without me for it is written that he that is with me 
‘goes with me. 

Too much invested...education. 
See! He is back to abundant life. Twas but fainting spell. You got to 
learn to sort it out , Jack. Get that fixed in your mind. FIX name of 
beer in Athens. Greek salad with Feta cheese. Bummed out there and 
everywhere, but no fuckin frigid Nepal. Shit. Rambling! Told you about 
my brain--burned fuckin out. Decide Doc. 


Live, I'll live. 
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That's a shame. Made a mistake giving me a say, didn't you? Cause I don't 
give a shit about anything, let alone all that money invested in your education. 
Let him go, Coffee. You got no right. 
You're right, Jack. He's doing something our Doc, like those simple wimps 
coming out of that aircraft into Dicky's or whoever's arms. They did 
something in Nam. Wrong but they did it. Me? Nothing. 
So what? You're young. 
That's the last fuckin thing I am. But look at that poor bastard coming 
down the nat Wind-up robot or ‘celetnael Make him wind back! Back into 
plane! Back to Vietnam! What the fuck! What the fuck! A commercial! 
They stole him! You see that? They stole the grunt and tried to cover 


with the fuckin commercial! Shampoo! Fuckin Shampoo Cartel! 


AND EVEN AS COFFEE PUSHES DOC ONTO THE BALCONY, DOC'S HEAD SNAPS BACK 


TO LOOK. 


Forget it. 
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The Qiamond Salt still sat, a blue cylinder, on a homemade shelf over 
the cold woodstove, and Sarge rolled the can of Molson's Ale around in his big 
hand, studying it as to affirm that it was the same brew he had drunk on 
his last errand up here, in this same cabin, over the same army blanket 
spread on the same rickety table. He had heard but not listened as Jack 
went on: “mand it was then that he pushed Doc forward, into me really, 
into my arms, knowing that the force of that push'd send him backwards 
off that rail. And he teetered on that rail that fraction of a fraction of a 
second with an absolutely heavenly/, aid thoes his arms up in a millisocond 
of light light light light light light light that went through him from this 
monster gold cloud behind. 

"And he radiated that fuckin light. He did! His whole naked body. 

And then...he...was...was gone. Horrible! But a privilege to see." 

Sarge is surly and furrowed. He puts the can down on the army blanket, 
tips it over, rolls it to smooth out a wrinkle. "So he died with his pants off." 

Jack is taking his arms, purple from the cold, down, the COLUMBIAN GOLD 
legend on his t-shirt spreading out. "I knew you'd understand, Dad. Why did 
I bother?" 

Sarge crushes the kercan with one hand, looks around for somewhere 
to toss it, finally just drops it on the table. "I understand more than 
you know. So now he's a god or something, right?" This here Coffee character? 


And the way you're jumping around you're just as high as you was then." 


lls alici h ks 
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Jack spins a broken-back chair around, plants a foot on it. "Whoa old 
timer. I'm dry. Completely. Well a beer from time to time, okay? But I 
went coldest turkey when I came up here. And Coffee a god? Not to most 
people of course. And alithat's not for now anyway. You're way ahead 
of me. I got a box of his writings and--" 

"Yeah, Chinese laundry lists.'' And for some reason Sarge toasts 
that idea with the crushed can. 

"Don't be absurd Dad. There's only the two of us." He points his finger 
in the manner of a lecturer. "I want to melt things down into a book. 

Too much shit in it, the box, same things said over and over, but some 
pure gold too. But that/all about five years away. No hurry." 

"Of course not." 

"It's...gonna take an effort on your part to understand this, Dad, 
but whattI want to do now is...I simply want to to to comprehend that 
moment I related to you. Coffee ontthe rail and then that tremendous tremendous 
light. It is half my life right there. Right there is half my fuckin life!" 
Jack stares down at the blanket as Sarge peers furtively around the tiny 

apologetically, 
cabin as if Mickey might edge in and sit down/ dripping and bloated and white. 

"Why's it so cold in here? You can see your breathy" Sarge puts up 
the collar of his old tweed overcoat. 

Se ee eee oe eens I'm out of wood. I'll get more 
ne aS cut a tew cords for him." 

Jack closes his eyes for a second to signal that his father will always 
stray into the inconsequential. 

"Jesus! It gets me that I'm here for your mother just like I was 
with Mickey before." 

"Mickey's dead." 


Sarge spreads his hands on the blanket and studies them. "Yeah. 


God I don't know. You two kids." 
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His eyes shut again, but jammed shut this time, Jack sways, the brokenbacked 
chair bumping over the dirt floor. "Fire," he is whispering, "he was 
almost literally on fire, and then he...plunged the six stories." 

"So what? It wasn't chemical warfare or nothing." 

"Oh wow the sergeant forever!" and Jack kicks the chair into a small 
cardboard chest with glass knobs. 

"Okay okay I'll stop being the sergeant. Promise. I know I'm that way 
too fuckin much. Get your chair and sit down...please." And Jack complies ¢ 
after-retrrevinmpethe—ehaiy . a his chin in his hands, leaning 
his elbows orthe table and studies his father as one would an 
interesting stranger. "Dad...I can't begin to tell you about the other 
stops after L. A., after Coffee. And all of it after Nam/which you know 
about too of course. A shame we never met there to waste the lil yellow 
fuckers out of their black pyjamas. Like father and son night at the 
Elks. But you've probably clanked your massive denial mechanism into 
place by now, so it's not use talking about it." 


"Guess not," 
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"Well anyway, Dad, I had to come here, in order to...understand two 
deaths, Mickey's and Coffee's. I have to sit in the same chair that 
Mick did, and see the sun on the lake from the same anglek, to fish the 
lake where he...sleeps—- 

"Don't." Sarge rubs his eyes. 

dnd eventually to find him. Find him myself." 

"These fuckin Canadians don't show me shit. Why haven't they got 
his body yet?" 

"And when I do find him my thinking about Coffee will be finished. 


I know those two things'll happen at once, 'll work out that way." 
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"Yeah, well I don't know about that, Jack. I don't know nothing about it. 
"Oh Daddy I don't know. Maybe it is that I'm scared. I don't know. 
What I try to hold onto in all the doubts and in the times that I Shiver 
and even cry abgt it is that it's evil. You're brought up one way and 
then you're supposed to throw your whole life and soul into this 
corruption and lying. Vietnam.” 
Sarge tries to focus his blurred eyes on the cylinder of Diamond Salt 
on the shelf over the stove...a something beside it he can't make out. 
“They: his gaze drops to Jack. 
"And I'm gonna talk to Frenchy. He knew Mickey and I want him on tape." 
But it is Mickey Sarge is speaking to. "No war's a Sunday School Picnic." tal 
"The little red book of sergeantsy"" Jack hisses. 
"You've got to come home," he peers at Jack. "You've got to come home, 
Mickey." 
Waving his bare arms Jack proclaims, "Hey, I'm Jack, Dad, remember?" 
While Sarge is putting one hand atop the other to keep them still, 
he hears Mickey Saying "There isn't any home to come back to with you and 
Momma getting divorced and the whole country fouled up alongside of all 
this darn shit" 
"Listen! Dad! What was in that Molson's anyway? Open your eyes." 
"All right. Yeah." 
"I'm going to the coast pretty soon, get a berth of a fishing boat 
to get the money to buy a really good tape recorder. I don't want to start 
interviewing with shit." 
"Mickey drowned. I can't take the way it comes in on you. So much : 
in this fuckin place reminds me." 
——— Sarge picks up the beercan. "Every fuckin thing I do I do twice." 


"That's because you didn't learn the first time." 
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"I...even tried to wrestle him back to the states, Christ. So absurd. 
Past fifty I am and still doing foolish fuckin things." 

"Yeah, well, nobody grows up in any fuckin continuous line or anything." 
Jack studies his nails and then drums his fingers on the table. "I myself, 
well I missed my chance with Mick is all. I went to Nam. The good son." 

"You were both my good sons. Both my good sons." 

Now Jack bangs the table and glares at his father, hunched up in the 
old tweed overcoat. 
@. ..can't wrestle...fool sometimes...© 

"Yeah. Uh huh. Two good sons. Aint what you said then I'll bet. 
Did you brag about your son in Canada to you N.C.0. drinking buddies?" 

Sarge unlocks his hands and grips the edge of the table. "I spoke to 
people. I talked to people about it. They coula't 've been nicer, 
guys in the service. And you know that yourself. It's been a privilege 
spending my life there, with them. It's one of the best lives a man can have. 

’ 
Why hells bella apmaea ee far different from the images the kids have that 
it's pitiful." 

"All right now, all right now. I'm not gonna let you up until you get 
calm. You want a heart attack? I...surprised you with this strength,I know. 
I surprised myself. You can't wrestle me back to the states, Daddy. God but 
you're such a ridiculous fool pee ae 

"Mickey hated me for going to Vietnam, Dad. I can't get rid of that." 

Sarge is whispering, holding his head. "I'd like to get rid of everything." 

"That door swings both ways." 

"Look at you! Columbipg Gold. When you gonna knock that baby shit off? 
And don't say Mickey hated you. I swear to Christ you invent life as you 
to along, Jack. I swear to Christ you do." 


"You do strike a perception once in a blue moon. I make up life all right. 
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‘I'd like to know what the hell else you can do. I do what I want now. 
But not back then. No way. I did what you wanted and I ended up in Nam 
and my brother ended up drowned here. Jesus Christ you you you you... 
are so fuckin...killable!" ' 

"Oh I don't want to hear what you have to say. It's mother. She wants 
you near though I'm fucked if I know why." 

"You are huh?" Jack pushes his hair back. 

"No. No. I'm sorry. Mickey's death nearly finished her altogether. 
She wants you h-—-with her," 

"Hey, I'm a loner. That's what to tell her. That's all there is 
to it." 


he visualized wgg- 
"Vi? Violet?” And he can see her now the way/ore then , 


her 
sliding down against the slppery kitchen tiles, sinking down into the 


bright welter of Brillo and Sick and Span, the plastic bottles of Mr. Clean, 
Fantastic, the drying marks on the tile wall behind her. And his own 
pleading voice came back to him then, now, the phone banging against 
the wall. "Vi? Please speak to me." Then nS of her wrenching 
up through the cardboard boxes. "Yes yes I'm completely..sure. They 
Just called from Canady T t was an accident." Her eyes rolling back 
in her head in the newly-washed kitchen of the newly rented house 
while her new sergeant-husband check/S&t something in personnel. 
"Yes. I'm sure.I'm sure.I'm sure." 
Jack got up to walk to the lone, cracked window. Sarge stared past 
him to where the pines were starting to darken against a pale rose sky. 
"At any rate I sure feel no pull from her and the new husband. 
I can't deal with that shit on top of Mickeyand Coffee." He half turns, 
his face profiled by that rose light, but Sarge ih the kitchen he 


has never bean in and'has been in a dozen times. "Hey! Did you drink 
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anything before you come up here? You do go in and out. Must be heredity: 
I phase out and snap back a lot." 


And Sarge speaks into both times. "I love you son." aS he ponders two small 
places holding pain, this cabin, that Se ai kitchen. Jack has been turning 
to fully face him and is outlined “Galen th the darkening rose light from 
outside. 

"It's...not your fault, or Mom's, but nothing could be enough now. 
With whatever you think you brought up here you got here too late,, 
just the way you gd here too late for Mick." 

"I don't know about all of that. N@oody can decide those things really. 
You just gotta do what you can do at the time. JUSt like now-—-and fuck the 
recriminations.7 [yuck the pa ot ‘and al] its shit/ . 

"You'll have to learn that you can't, Daddy-Sergeant." 

Sarge shifts in his chair, his brow almost massive in the rose-purple 
light. "What're you doing for money?" 

By way of reply Jack slides down slowly, his back against the wall, 
until he sits under the window. He laughs since it reminds him of 
a Sslow-motion replay of a TV murder. 

"No offense .* Jack: ~ 

“Always your answer when things get in too tight, isn't it?" 

"Just being a little practical." 

"Oh I'll take some but I'm not bad off really. One time I washed 
dishes at the inn for Louise, ran the antique machine there, helped a 
guy build a concrete wall--mixed and poured the shit--and, as I say, 

I'll be bumming to the coast for fishing soon." Jack's voice had 
grown weary, as if in anticipation of the cold, wet work. 


"Handyman in the little Canadian town. Gonna go that way forever?" 
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In a voice still tired--the talking had become work. "Until my mission 
is concluded here. Wouldn't be any worse than what you've done. Shooting 
people the Pentagon disagree with. A little of which I've already done. 
Terrible but never boring." 

"We got something to agree on." Sarge is already leaning forward, 
almost out of his heavy overcoat, to catch Jack's whisperings. 

"I have...gotten...some way...some fuckin way...a call to--I don't know-- 
serve. It's not real clear yet but--" | 

Sarge is making his way towards Jack, to grasp his son's knee as 
he sinks beside him. "I got the bucks you wanna study religion in a 
college or something."' He too whispers. 

"I get it through my fingertips. I don't need their books. I don't 
need their professors' straitjacket brains." 

on the dirt floor and 
Sitting next to each other/in the darkening silence,they hear 


the wind picking up after a moment, shaking the window. 


. 


his 
Sarge drops a meaty hand behind Jack's neck, pulls Jecks face towards his. 


"I'm picking up a new duty assignment in few days. Could be any fuckin 
where! You come there with me. You can do anything you want then. 
I won't ask you one question."' Jack pulls away and stands up. He goes 
to the cardboard chest,whose glass snobs are barely glimmering. And 
wile extracting a candle stuck into a round Mateus wine bottle, and 
further rummaging for matches,he pronounces. "Let me go. Tell Mommy to 
let me go too. I don't wanna just die like Mickey. You gotta have the time 
to think about things, take the time you need before you get fuckin taken out 
of life too! | sian’ ae ¢ 

"You come there with me, I said, Jesus Christ, I said the same exact 


thing to Mickey in this hooch of a cabin. Can you beat it?" 
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Striking the match to light the candle, Jack proclaims "I hope to." 

Even that stupid salt sitting up there in the same place on the shelf... 
but not that '“-noticing the small painting next to the blue cylinder of 
salt for the first time--" Not that picture." The last word he had 
said quizzically and he still studied it, a smeary white flower of sorts 
containing an absurdly large honey bee. 

"Friend of mine did it." The candle flame threw Jack's shadow against 
the wall of the tiny cabin, dwarfing Sarge who still sat on the floor. 
“once and for all I'm staying,Dad. I live here for practically nothing. 
Cabin's abandoned and I'm improving it, adding to some of the things 
Mickey did. Frenchy gives me wood and beer. I don't know how you could 
get me back there. I got everything here. Everything!" 

“For Mommy," 

"What did Christ say?" Jack seems to arrange the candle under his 
face by sliding it along the blanket on the table until he is satisfied 
with his reflection in the window. "I have no mother or father." 
Or coffe ‘said it, that. What Christ said was--wait a minute--you have no 
mother or father if you follow me. Well-I have no mother or father while 
I'm getting my fix on Coffee and Mickey. Its as simple as that." He jumps - 
back from the candle as Sarge scrabbles up. "He as a bum, a bum!" 
But Sarge drops onto his chair with a half-sob. "Mickey was good. Too good. 
Too godaamn fuckin goddamn good!" And he bangs the table with both fists, 
the: shadows of his arms running across the ceiling and down the walls. 

While seizing the rocking wine bottle and candle Jack yells "Christ, Daddy! 
Try to cool it will you? You‘re making too big a deal about everything. 
What's the difference I stay here? I'ma grunt. Here to die. What's the 
difference? Huh?" 


But Sarge is tracking back, musing: "Grunt, dogface, G. I., doughboy." 
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"They're all grunts," Jack remarks. "Hey get the grunts together 
there'd be no war. War's a gentlemen's game with sergeants for butlers 
and all-round asswipes. The grunts cut the grass and die." 

Ip his irritation Sarge waves his hands next to his ears. "Oh I don't 
wanna hear any more of that. Ever! I'm sick of it -—- from you and Mickey. 
When the fuck does the half-view stop? Like life isa fuckin easy puzzle 
or something. Do like I say Says a whole bunch of fuckin little 
peckerheads like you. I'm sick of it. It's a sonofabitch of a fuckin 
complicated fuckin businesss, life. An art. Not little schoolboy rules. 
No fuckin way!" 

"Whatever you say."" Jack sits and his father slides a hand along 
the blanket to clamp over his. 

"Come with me on my next assignment. Please? I need you. And later 
you can vacation with Mom and Carter. You'll like him. He's quite the 
reader." 

I'm sure." 

"I never had a life with Mickey: Korea, Thailand, Australia, Burma, 
Germany--you name it, and with you kids never along. I missed both your 
growing up. Let me make it up now?" 

Jack, with difficulty, has his hand back. "You killed Mickey," 
he pronounces, making Sarge blink and blink. 

"No! Are you crazy?" 

"I did too. He begged me not to join, and then not to go to Nam 
and I told him it was for you . For you! That the both of us in 
Canada'd finish you. Final nail in your coffin it was supposed to be. 

It was the final nail in his." And as he had been speaking, Sarge 
flung fis hands to his face. 


He's vulibbian <bleon: as he speaks now. "I'm a soldier. You must know something 
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of what that means." 

"Absolute anachronism--if you indeed know what that means." 

"I do and you're full of shit on this small point. It aint no perfect 
world; gotta be army." 

"Not what Coffee taught." 

"Taught? You do see that windy asshole as some stoned prophet or something?" 

Jack puts a finger into the flame but snaps it back. "I'm gonna write 
down everything Coffee said that day, and everything that Mickey ever 
said. They're both saints and that's no shit either!" 

"He was a shithead and Mickey...was so torn apart. He really wasn't sure 
about anything." 

"What are you and Mommy trying to do to meP? I can't:come back to any 
future anmesty. Give service to retarded children and the nation forgives! 
But I haven't sinned. I haven't sinned. It's crap. It's just more crap!" 

"=-and saints can be all fucked up. They aint perfectly integrated 
to any borgeois world or nothing. And they have horrendous horrendous 
conflicts inside them. Their vision! Their vision burns all your petty 
kind of shit up!" 

Sarge is again rubbing his eyes. "Our Mickey! Our little Mickey! 

He was confused and hurt. He told me he was afraad he'd die in Nam; 
that wasn't the whole reason he wouldn't go, but he was afraid toog my 
little Mickey was." 

"So he was all kinds of feelings. The macho shit has died except 
with you old army daddies—-and queers into leather." Sarge is grabbing 
the wine bottle with its candle; he wants to throw it against the wall. 

"Oh yeah? Well fars I can get it, your Coffee's just a fuckin pig! 

No damn way there's all kinds of feelings there! No fuckin way!" 


Jack stares into his eyes as he brandishesthe bottle, making their shadows 


dash madly around the walls. "I ought to break your/head for comparing him 
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to our Mickey!" But Sarge drops simeene to the table where it spins 
on tea belly, the flame sa ine but then popping to life as 
Jack rights the bottle and smiles at Sarge's wrenching tears. 

"Our unworthyness brings us great pain." 

“"Still...open...offer. I'll pay...relig——-...training...sem—-... 
college...seminary." 

"Would they accept Mickey and Coffee as prophets?" 

Sarge uses an edge of the blanket to rub his eyes dry. "Jacky," 
he whispers, "I don't know how to say this, but...I don't know... 
I don't like to say it. I don't wanna." 

"Uh huh." 

"But you're somehow absolutely full of shit, somehow absolutely 
full of shit!" 

"I see," Jack smiles sarcastically. "Now can we count that as the 
last, low card you're going to play?" 

"I'm sorry but--"' 


"No! Leave me. And with no further fuckin drama. Please? Go? 


I'd really like to pray now. I really would." 
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When I got the good news, the final divorce papers with all their seals 
and gorgeous eighteenth century thickets of language, the giant vise of 
alll of our guilts and pains and crazing dreams opened wide its 
awful jaws. Ah yes these papers will become my dearest possessions since 
I relish wonderful shows about nothing. 

But it was a quite temporary freedom then because that old electrical 
swarm in my brain swept on once more, like a storm in: some flying Hansel 
and Gretel woods or something, 

the bending trees, masses of twigs blackening the light. 

A lot of it's from the latest drugs of course. They don't stint. 

“The doctor within said Sweitzer. Witch doctors were somehow good at 

activating the doctor within. These doctord*are poisoning him. Tough. 
At any rate the doctor within is too ill for anything. Besides being 
an eggplant. As I am. AsTI am 

swarms of swarms swarms of--what? I think of leaves, their reflections 
flooding upwards on a windshield when I watch a visitor leave here, wath, 
from this old sunporch in a rambling hulk of rotting wood squatting among 
these high-rise hospital buildings. My room for the duration since I 
gave my ward bed to a Vietnam kid who called me pop. Pop. Jesus! But I am 
this war's pop as the GIs'were mine, theirs the doughboys. 

For peaceable folks we do have wars. 


Since I have my precious divorce papers I will no longer see the leaves, 


dark leaves, rushing up from the face of my wife, the tears running upwards too,yes? 
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The lovely cape of hers twisting upwards among the running leaves like 
an inverted cone. Ah yes. And am I making fun of what I know is 
beautiful? I dix't know and no matter for beauty transcends. What is 
lovely will forever be beyond us. 

But recently I sew among the rushing leaves a ghost in the slippery 
back-swept glass, the face of that evil, infatuated imp from VE day, who 
will forever be transported from the past and into future realms more 
horrible than war. She has forever watched my dying and watches it now 
as a ghost in windshields. Bear with me a while as I'm rational. I am 
next to death, smelling of dirt as the Greeks say, but my memories 
forever quicken because, you see, our experiences never grow old. 
Therefore my first lover, my paeree lipped baker's daughter is alive 
among the glossy swoots of a ue day; my imp, ever—watching imp, 
too, is fresh and alive, horribly alive her eyes! Black and shining onyx. 

But you know, the creature that the Japanese encounter in the 
dark and final wood has a blank and featureless face, not the warty, knobby 
bitch we find horrifying. And after I read of this I knew why on 
exquisite occasions my evil imp loses all her features to the uprushing 
leaves and hangs in whatever windshield, and often framed in Tl eal 
pane of this sunporch, with a perfectly smooth face. I have even gotten 
to see her in my dreams without a face, stock still among the smashed 
and slashed ruins of Kristallnacht. All crystal nights and sometimes 
my own. 

Itve got to stop being interested in everybody's old stories. 

They freight my life with more than it can bear. 

Red the fool-idealist, /looking back to see his death mask in the 

dark air of that trolley car, hungry little baker's girl, the glazings 


on the pastries—-but my brain is right now burning out these outlines. 
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Tell me something. Can you tell me something?" 

Skipper. Tell me something, Skipper, isn't it time to die when you 
welcome it? When your brain burns out all the outlines and then the 
features, and all of life is a blank face? Is it a blank face, Death? 
Tell me, Skipper. 

And of the future, Skipper, what of that? Nerve gas and germ warfare 
let's say? But no more crystal nights or days. The neutron bomb retains 
the glass and metal in its aesthetic configuration, say of a Cadillac Seville, 
or a Mercedes, and just snuffs the people out, sucks the driver out of 
the velour front seat as the fabric slowly recovers from the imprint 
of his ass. All those cars with no one left to drive them. Ah the 
material paradise of it all! And to those remaining, fission or fusion, 
children, which to melt you? 

And how many lies to bringlit all about? Just an infinity? 

I*m like the Viet kids, I blab on. Unrepresentative of my generation, 
since everytime it went up our ass our mouths snapped shut. Is it I 
who is vulgar, or my words, or the truth? Christ sought the moral 
company of whores to demonstrate that truth is vulgar. 

Well...anyway...with these broken kids from Nam flooding the place 
I alone have escaped to tell thee, no, I alone am left to greet them— 
the conterporaires of bitter Red who used to hold this job down are 
dying off in wholesale lots, so the Korean vets are the historical bridge 
between those old and usually patriotic folks and these sweet and fucked up 
heads. Ah but the wonder and butchery, you'll find everything in 
each mishmosh of a war——-from shame to saintliness. 

As you'll find everything in me. One shrink told me that I tried to exter- 


nalize the evil in myself Wich harrowed me, but what is bad and good in me 


shutters in and out. I am as bad as they come and I am the shakey kid 
who move the silhtetted ships on the wall, who was carried on the 
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black and glittering crest of VE Day, my own small Kristallnacht, who was 
set afire,experimentally, in Korea, exposed himself to frozen Minnesota. 

Who discovered the giggling seisckriens ferocity called sex in a 
floury baker's shop under Jesus, that original bleeding heart. 

Who has been bitterly bitterly cheated and who has had everything. 

But about Korea? Why didn't you tell the newspapers? 

Because I'm telling you. 

Who would now kill for a nicke} or for nothing at all. And who 
would give up the small portion of life left for these sweet and fucked-—up 
heads, most of whom will die after hardly knowing they lived. 

So I will type madly to get them some Agent Orange justice, run down 
to the PX to get a kid afteshwve. Everything's a religious act. 

I say further unto you that I have walked into instant fire which turned 
the very ground into molten blue glass: I have seen the future and 
it works. Fuckin well it works. Like a fisherman of whom I read who 
drifted into a poisonous cloud one magnificient and expansive morning out of 
sunny, glassy brilliance for a second or two, back into it dead. He has 
however briefly seen the future and it sure fuckened worked on him. 
I am that fisherman but where is the fisher of men. 

Deaf dumb and blind. 

But it never happened of course, this story of the poisoned fisherman. 
I acknowledge this and that 

my own story never happened either, though my expenses are forever paid 
by the government which perpetuated nothing. Everything's normal since 
what do you match my speeding delusion against? Other delusions? 
Rise up from that boat, fisherman. You never died and I never turned 
to mush with searing white. I do go on 


but these hopheads are somehow born knowing all these things. They 
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knew it in Vietnam. They knew the lying madness and they had to buy 

a ticket out when they could stand it no longer. And now they'11 never 
sweat anything again. Nor will they buy into the vicious gentility 

of American life. The racism. The materialism. Why would they care? 

What do we have that they could possibly want? 

Some truth has set them free. Great. But why the drugs? 

They say that I can't understand. I can. 

Why the drugs now? That's what I can't understand. 

Oh pretty and pretty her hair and face oh pretty oh pretty my 
redhaired wife. Gone but not yet forgotten. Her image in a nest 
of pain. 

as it were. 

Ah but the imp cancels her out, cancels out too the pretty, 
raw-lipped girl who seduced and was seduced under the radiating sacred heart while: 
multitudinous life roared outside and glass showered everywhere. I try to 
get her face back in but tb i a be squeezed out. 

Do you suppose my mother in lascivious concert with Uncle Sam and the 
Pope has something to do with it? (Group's called the Ball Squeezers 
if you're buying the record.) 

The president is on TV again. He tells us and the Russians of the 
states of our unions. He warns and he blusters. They get equal time 
the next day. All the old gestures seem sillier and even more hateful. 
The people are running far ahead of their leaders. Whem they catch up 
we will be acres of corpses. 

Oh well, at least the dying will be shared. 

Cry for yourself and all who will die in a way too fucked up to catalog. 
Deluded among mass delusions. Massively deluded. 


The tragedy of those countless crosses of white over today's whole 
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rolling Earth, in graveyards so huge they can be seen from space. 
Cry for them now. A tear for each would be how many lifetimes of crying? 
Measure that before the distances of stars. 

And what has been abstracted from the lives of those who died so young 
in war? 

Everything, all those moments of exhileratioén;; or despair ,or even some 
bittersweet nuance reflected on over tea—-but I hold out more for the 
low comedy such as my extended episode on a Minnesota lake. These 
oe clownish moments by the trillions were dammed forever 
at the Marne, The Bulge, Heartbreak Ridge, Da Nang. Our world lost them. 
Their restoration might make life more bearable in the advanced industrial 
civilizations . My deal to the Almighty: Bring back each of these 
shattered soldiers from all of our American wars for one delicious, 

loutish 

rube-animal/instant, because in one-of these/all of lifelis (compounded. 

My part of the deal? The sincere offer of one still-burning heart. 
For a carnival. 

Each culture eats its children of course. One way or the other. 
But metaphor is easier to take than murder. As is the theoretical 
lifeboat. 

If it comes down to the real one you'll be among those, including 
yourself, who bought on. Atid even then, lots of talk of money. 
(We're in the metaphor as you read this. My burning in Korea was 
a metaphor; thus the anomoly of true death coming.) 

Deaths will be staggered in the lifeboat as bores will bore themselves 
and each other to death. And will the master bore be the first to go 
or the last? 


Forget it. 


I know that in America we won't be killed so long as we keep consuming. 
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Life's ticket price. 

And the one-half of one percent who own twenty-six percent (!) of the 
wealth won't shoot or cremate us or jam us in their nigger jails if we 
buy eight cars and load each with toasters. Consume or die. 

I'm American and I hate the Americans. 

1830 or so when there was one night of fantastic meteor showers: 
The Night the Stars Fell. 

KRISTALNACHT: JEWSPUT ON NOTICE BY TONS OF BROKEN GLASS. Niggers 
and Arabs and all varieties of Indians advised by Mr. Fate to keep 
an ear peeled. 

Compared to our potential the German act is bush. We'll bring in 
The Harvard Business School and banks of computors, and THEN-~! 

You are invited to the massive, world-wide Crystal Night in the 
year 2000. The favor of a reply is not necessary. 

Whoops! ‘Two or three of my burn-frames click click by. Are they 
expunging memories or lies? 

In the Chinese myth ten suns appear in the sky one day, all but burning 
up the world. Wouldn't that melt us though, mix us in a lava of molten 
glass as cand liquifies along with everything pies? Not all that much 
sweat for them since they had a heroic archer shoot them all down but 
one. 

In our time USA, Russia, China, Brazil, South Africa, Israel, France, 
India, Pakistan, and OPEC all have suns. 

And our little half lives will be rounded with a sleep and we will 
be Children of Fire, enveloped by fire. 

Oh Lord give me the fire now, on my knuckles, so blue from burying the 
mermaid's cape, from digging my grave. Who's walking on it now? Why it's 
aman from Chad, 


old doddering man of 35, average life expectancy there. 
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And how're you doing, old black skate? And how bout a Capitalistic 
nickel, Nigger? One still hot--I fought for it. Die with some grace now. 
The sight and sound of you cauld ruin the garden party and the super bowl. 

But then again you prefer to live starving and humiliated. 1 forgot that. 
And to die at 35. 

And don't worry, Chad, you got some American counterparts who like 
living in shit and rotting away. This whole process is. labeled freedom 
by the way 

by the right. 

It's your right, Chad. 

One more thing. It's said that if all the food in the world were 
shared we'd all be a little hungry. Why you gotta go, Chad. 

Don't take any wooden nutmegs. 

And get off my fuckin grave. You'll be happier in your own. 

Those varous Vietnam niggers are walkingonime, their bridge, and they won't 
last to 35 either, 

brains blown to shit on terror and drugs. But be of heart 

all you Nam burnouts, vey'all is bound to expire before that immense 
chemical fire gets all the bosses and their willing fartsuckers, all the 
grasping middle class boys and girls trying for more and more. 

Lying for more. And jussssssssssst when they get the golden ring... - 

melts through their hand,leaving a stinking, smoking hole. 

speeding 

I say to you that after the/rivers of fire pass and the smell of burning 
flesh subsides, there'll be those blackened who will say it never happened 
and let's get back to the lie which built this coutry. But you be of good 
cheer Chad, back there home, cause you niggers never lived or died. 
And if you did it was for a worthy cause as you melted in the ten suns for 


some fat boy 
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could buy his slut butter creams and fuck her with impugnity while you 
hemorraged out of mouth and eyes and ears and asshole. Asshole! 

But, again, be of good cheer, Chad. Lots of Americans won't hit 
35 due to domestic disturbances. And other. 

For what is preserved is corruption. What is fought for is filth. 
What is died for is wealth and privilege. 

Better Red than dead, huh? Well better anything than what you are now. 

A sort of bisexual, pleasing toad, hopping=and screwing to applause. 

Beyond the utter shit of words all wars are fought to keep a class 
entrenched. What difference if they preside over EXXON or the Politburo? 

The waste, the choking galling waste on God's sweet greensward 


among his singing birds. 


In the lst.of twilight a blue-black sedan jounced over a wet 
pine-flanked road, its headlights projecting a weak yellow cone which 
leapé°and plunged and was hammered at the edges by black treetrunks. 

And now the car plowed uphill through small firs and piles og brush, 
whipping-by branches and twigs slapping and screeching, the screeching 
echoing even after a pile of lumber banged out both headlights and the 
car stopped, the rear wheels spinning to whining purple blurs, flinging 
back fragments of bark which floated slowly down into the smoke from 
the spinning tires. 

The driver was barely visible over the broken branches piled up on the 
windshield. He rested his head on the steering wheel for a few seconds, 
then suddenly flung open his door and stumbled out. Almost immediately 
he was running through the icy ruts of the road, his panting and 
wheezing nearly in the same register as the still-squealing tires. 

But he turned off the road by leaping a black ditch, his knees buckling} 
his whole body slowly sinking. But he recovered,gasping, rushing towards 
a widening gray-black snowfield which climbed up to a thick belt of 
snowdusted conifers. 

His rate spread his body, throwing his legs: and arms wide, and 
he collapsed just before he reached the darkened forest, stopping abrubtly 


to sink, his shirt a white-purple smudge on the dying. light. 


diving 
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Another man came out of the woods, a smallety man who fussed with 
a pipe which he methodically tamped down and then lit, the flareup showing his 
tiny face, laughing and quizzical. In his heavy red and black flannel 
shirt he looked almost like a child in oversized clothes. 

"So I think you Mickey's daddy. You almost get here, hey Mickey's 
daddy? I don't know akout big hurry but you get here almost, hey Mickey's 

splotch of 

daddy?"' He chuckled and puffed,the/fire in the bowl flaring wider, the 
car ticking away, the branches screaming on its hood as the rear swung 
slightly and the tires whined.even more. 

Sarge came to wrapped in ragged quilts on a cot by a small keg stove, 
its red-hot patch near the pipe holding up a blue enamel coffee pot. 
“Hey! You okay? I open door. Like fuckin Miami Beach." The small man 
kicked open the door. "Goddamn! There! I breathe. But maybe you still 
cold." And he snatchel a huge overcoat from a wooden peg and threw it over 
Sarge. “Here! That Canadian army I think so. Hey you big like fuckin 
bear! But I tell you this coat go no...things on fuckin sleeves. 
How you say!” 

"Stripes." 

"Yeah. I tell you you fuckin private. Little private in wrong army 
I think so." 

Sarge blinked in surprise that his voice came out so thick in 
the overheated air. "I've been...worse screwups. And I'm not dead." 

"Not unless hell have lot of beer."" A tiny red and blue network of 
veins flickered around Frenchy's gray eyes. 

Sarge raised himself on an elbow, fell back. "God what now?" 

"We worry after steak and potato and fuckin dozen brew." 


"No objection. Thanks. Say, how the hell you carry me?" 


"Hey Mickey's daddy I most of time like fuckin moose...how you sgxy?" 
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Frenchy pantomimed pulling, newspapers and Playboy centerfolds tacked up 
behind him on the cabin wall shaking in the waves of heat. 

"Dragged me." 

"Nor so bad, Mickey's daddy. Still snow up here." 

"Well thanks again. YOu could've let me die." 

"Yeah but now I throw fuckin steak on." 

Sarge shrugged ander all his covers. "Almost dying makes you 
goddamn fuckin hungry. Thirsty too. This is about fifth time I almost 
bought it, but it's first time I didn't have no help from any fuckin 
Kraut or Jap." 

Frenchy was becoming bemused tossing piches of salt into a huge 
frying pan, but finally lifted his Small eyes to Sarge. "I know someday 
you come see Frenchy, Sarge. I know long time akout you. I talk many 
time to Mickey. And even Jack too. Fuckin Jack!" 

Sarge sat up on the cot, the old overcoat sliding to the floor, 
Frenchy kicking it under the cot to get it away from the stove. 

Sarge was shaking his head. "I wasn't coming to see you or anybody else. 

That's the fuckin weird part of it. When...when Jack wasn't in his cabin 

or in town I just went nuts. All of fuckin life adding up to minus zero. 

I though I was driving the hell out of here when the road just ended. 

That's when something went in me. Clicked off. If I could've gotten 

that car out of there I'd 've run it into a big fuckin tree at around 

seventy five. Ah, what the hell, they was all too little anyways, the 

trees." Sees lights a Rethsch die gives it to Sarge, lights one for 

himself. "Thanks. And when I know I was stuck in that pile of crap 

I thought I would run and ran and run, just run an till I collapsed and died. 


Crazy I guess." 
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"Hey I go fuckin crazy fifty time fuckin year." Frenchy banged the 
skillet down onthe small stove and nudged the blue coffee pot until it 
was half on and half off. 

Sarge gripped his knees and rocked slightly. "I went through hell up 
here beftire with Mickey, trying to get him to come home to his mother. 

And then I hear he's dead. And then they can't find his body and they 
can't find his body. Tricky currents in the lake or something." 

While exhibiting a huge sirloin steak to Sarge, Frenchy comments 
"Oh yeah? She like old wife to me that lake. I know her tricks you 
bet your ass." He threw the steak into the pan and it immediately sizzled. 

"And then it's Jack up here! Jack! And I've gotta go through the 
same shit aia The same lectures too. Merrygoround! Jesus Christ!" 

Frenchy shook the long handle of the fry pan vigorously, his whole 
small body vibrating. "Jack he got trick too I think so." 

Frenchy went out the open doorway and Sarge called after him. 

"I just want him home. For his mother." 

Frenchy returned with two popped-open beer and handed one to Sarge. 

"You know, Sarge, I see your headlights five...mile ago and I start 
walk. Frenchy he know old woodpile dere stop you. You know, car still 
run down dere. Tick tick tick. I gyess it heat over pretty quick." 

Sarge was staring at the beercan. "I don't know what happened to Jack. 
He said he was gonna pray." 

"Shit!" Frenchy poured half his beer over the steak, the ensuing 
cloudes of steam obscuring him except for a red smudge of shirt. 

"Pray shit! Shit he pray! That sonabitch! I know where he go pray you 
bet your ass. He go early morning for see other empty head in woods." 


The steam thinned so that Sarge could see Frenchy pointing to his own 


head and laughing at his joke. 
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"Someone in the woods?" 

"They pray together! Frenchy very--how you say?--religion man. 
Hah! Your Jack he not like Mickey." 

Sarge drank absently. "No, that's for sure. But who is this—-?" 

"Is saint Mickey! From inside come everything I swear to Christ! 
Even fuckin light." He pointed to the dark light in the doorway. And 
I tell you some other thing Sarge, I see that day he-— I show you tomorrow, 
down dere to Lake and Mickey's boat dere. I see from up here. Like all 

in bad wind. 

clouds...boiling and wind swing and trees...go wrong way/ And then like 
air get suck. I look down and lake like fuckin ocean with wave, 
big fuckers. Ana I see Mickey's little boat and it go''--quickly turning 
over his small red hand in the cabin now red from the stove—- 


"over. Little boat go over real fast. I yell by Christ I yell and yell 


Sarge, but nobody down dere hear nothin. But Russell—-he got cabin 


cruiser and he see one-minute after Frenchy and he get that big fucker out dere. 


But-—"' 

Sarge slumped forward and his elbow dropped on his knee, his farehead 
to his hand. "No Mickey," he whispered. 

While flipping the steak with a rusted fork Frenchy yelled over its 
slap. "Hey Sarge! Fr¢ehy find Mickey. Not tomorrow. Next day. 
Goddamn scuba guys from city go way third time, fifth time I don't know. 
They don't know shit. You and me find. Lots of storms after Mickey, I don't 
know how you say, go way down water." 

"Drowned."The word, flatly pronounced, stopped them for a moment. And 
then Frenchy blinked and spoke quite softly. "Okay. Okay. You bring 


one boy back to Mama." 
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In the midst of the brightly colored bowes and tipped-over bottles 
she stares at the phone banging against the just washed tiles. 
"Vie" His own shattered, groping voice. 
7 "~-and he know where he look and don't need no fuckin flipper on foots! 
Or fuckin air tank neither! Like scuba assholes. Hey Sarge!" and he 
rummaged inf corner, throwing off copies of HOCKEY NEWS until he came 
up with a pile of raw and overdelicate paintings on board. "You like 
picture? I got whole shitload. Flowers. I give you." 
"I'll take one when I go. I think Jack got one Lane could see 
the bee in his mind, large as a baby's fist. Frenchy held up one 
which was a smear of pansies. 
"Nice. I'll take it with me when I go." 
"My datghter, she paint:: this shit.’ 
"Jack's looks nice." 
"But she no real artist--not like Mickey." 
Frenchy drained his beer and then sprinked the steak with what was 
left in the can, which he threw oak the door. Now he was slapping his head. 
"She got no brains neither. That's whyshe marry Jack next year. I got all 
fixed. Frenchy dumb too but dumb like fox , you know, Sarge?" 
"I certainly do." 
"Two papas, huh?" 
Sarge was looking for a handhold on the cot to push himself up. 
oT shod get downkothat car." 
"Fuck the car. I go to inn tomorrow,phone them take piece of shit away. 
I know ass Roger rent cars. Frenchy break his fuckin skull one time. 
He come back from hunting and wife--you know Frenchy's wife Louise? 
Own inn?" 
"Yes of course. Louise?" Like Garne- 


"She goddamn strong woman. Like bear too. Pe cai this time she cry and cry. 


Er 
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Marie she bring home Roger and live with him in room like fuckin tourist 
for two night. And this big strong Mama she don't know what to do. 
So she cry and cry. Jesus Christ she don't know!" 
“r think you did." 

"Bet your ass Sarge cause I get pool stick from Alan, he's postman, 
take it out from hand before he...push at shot, and I get in dere and 
hes this fuckin Roger in little bikini underwear shorts you know, and 
I say you fuck my daughter I break your fuckin head. And I right way 
smash him a good one Sarge, make part his fuckin girl's=hair I tell you! 
Well he scream and hop like fuckin frog and then he run and jump in lake 
and Frenchy too, my big clothes and boots in the water and keep hit that 
sonakitch till my boots they get full of water and Frenchy almost... 
drownded."" He hit his head with a piece of firewood, “thick! 
Hey Sarge? Fuckin Roger, he swim that bastard! To Sister's Island-—- 
long fuckin way. I show you not tomorrow, but next day. Tomorrow 
we take it easy, Sarge. Drink fuckin beer. You rest, Frenchy catch fish. 
Hey you laugh! After,I fuckin laugh myself but not Louise. The, Frenchy 
livec out here. I forget \ tell you, Frenchy's daughter she scream out 
window when he whack fuckin Roger. She never want see her papa no more! 
My little Marie and I clean her ass plenty time. Then she go live in 
woods and paint fuckin picture. Hey! What the fuck I care? I got 
plenty food, beer. I got radio for hockey game and Metropolitan Opera. 
nie Heh no...singing himself but he love fuckin opera. So he's not all 
the time animal-man, Sarge. Hey Matre, she get all fuckin shithead ideas. 
She go to college. Keene State in New Hampshire. Frenchy's family all 
fuckin mixed up, French, Canadian, American. Louise, she fuckin maniac from 
Maine. And so Marie she paint fuckin little flower. How you say? 


"Wildflowers." 
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"Wild like her papa. But shut up Frenchy!" 

"No. Please." Sarge was leaning forward on the cot, rubbing his knees. 
"It keeps me from getting any more depressed." 

"Whe I see Jack first time I say hah! And then I walk almost whole day 
to get pretty flower picture, whole bunch. Marie she hit and hit but 
I get fuckin picture anyway. I hang in inn to make show and I drag --is 
‘that how you say, pulling?-—-Jack in dere and give him best picture. 

He start asking hundred fuckin question and that's why I say a fox , 
this Frenchy. And now he walk out dere all fuckin night. Next year Sarge 
come back for wedding." 

"It'd be nice to come up here for something fuckin pleasant." 

"So now Sarge drink beer and eat and don't get no heart attack here. 

We be 1iKe@ Jack. No worry and talk shit all day. You know he chop wood 
for me? He chop nothing Frenchy swear to Christ, but I give him two 
case beer and shitload wood. I cook steak more. Thick mother." 

"We thank you. He needs ale help he can get." 

"Marie she help him you bet your ass. First thing she help him from 
pants. My Marie! She one goddamn woman I tell you!" 

"She sounds it. They can do what they're gonna and then bullshit each 
other's ears off. You know, I have to get to the inn tomorrow, phone his 
mother." 

"Hey you stay here. You two boys my friend and you my friend. I don't 
give shit for nothing Sarge! You get top crazy I find crazy woman in village." 

Sarge leaned back to let his shoulders and head touch the cabin wall. 
"I don't think I could crank up for that.! 

"Good, cause I tell you Sarge, you start that shit and they come out 
here and bang on door. I don't want that shit." 

"Christ! Tried to kill myself an hour or so ago and now I'm sitting 


e& . 
her, fuckin snug and drinking beer and even vaguely consibring wild Canuck women!" 


"I tell you Sarge you go out look at fuckin sky! You do that! 
Look at trees! Lodtat stars! Sonabitch! And smell! For Chrissakes 
_ you smell it, Sarge! You can smell insde here little. You look at 
every fuckin place out dere! Big! 

"Hey! Fuck a woman eat a fish laugh at bullshit story, shoot deer. 
What the fuck you want, Sarge? So you shit up your life. Fuck it. 
Frenchy fuck up more than you ane: Fuck it. Life aint that kind of shit 
anyways. I kill myself fuck, cigarettes. I take up pipe for to stop 
and smoke more. Who the fuck can understand? Sarge...I know my English 
language aint so hot——" 
| "No no no! That aint why I'm laughing." 


"I aint no smart guy but smart enough, you know?" 


ue 


133 


134 


And they are in the small cedar rowboat, Sarge rowing, the oars flashing 
up above the mist and then down to disappear. Sarge wears the heavy 
Canadian army coat while Frenchy, who plays out an improvised drag line 
which bumps a rusty jice can full of bolts and nails along the bottom 
of the'lake, is pulling on a cigarette, its smoke clinging to a. 
sweatshirt which is cut off completely at the arms and bears the label of 
the UCLA ATHLETIC DEPT. The shirt is gray with a bluish grid which 
is the color of the morning ligght too. The rope occasionally flings 
off driplets of crystaline water into the mists. 

And so they glide across the still, mist-pocketed lake, the rope 
silkily creasing it, Frenchy staring at that crease until the répe hops 
and Sarge winces while bringing in the oars. "I take look down dere," 
whispers Frenchy, tossing his butt into the water, the singe coming 
thinly back through the mist. "I take look. And he jumps in feet first, 
the stern of the tiny red boat bobbing up and down long after the sound 
of the splash dies. 

And the rope sways, throwing off drops of water, and sweeping the 
surface clean of mist, as Freghy follows it down. 

In a few moments a patch of mist to Sarge's right hurls upward, 
followed by curved planes of icy green water and then the arched back 
of the bass, and the white explosion as it leaps from the water. 

"Jesus! {’ bursts from Sarge. Frenchy pops up behind the boat, his 
voice echdng back from huge rocks from the island they are drifting past. 
"I disturb his snooze, Mr. Bass-fish." He swims a few feet to rest 

his lips blue and trembling. 
his elbow on the stern{/ "Is down there old tires, 1932 I think so. 
But we find Mickey, Sarge. Soon. And Frenchy he cry like sonabitch. 


Frenchy he got no shame. N6t like fuckin American excuse please Sarge." 


He pushes the boat and Sarge slowly rows. 
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"Funny. I'm not thinking about Mickey now. When that fish jumped 
out of there it scared the shit out of me but it made me look around. 
Christ! So beaatiful!" 

Fréphy ‘fooks past Sarge's bulky shoulder to check the approach towards 
Sister's Island. When they get close enough to see the green-black of 
tree trunks under the frost, Frenchy tells Sarge to stop rowing. 

"Is near I think. I could See under water big...far. I see shirt I think. 
Maybe yes maybe no. Frenchy don't know.'' 

"I've never seen water so clear," 

Frenchy closes his eyes as if counting and Says no more. After 
a few seconds he slides down. He pops up once behind the boat, 

After g minute or two 
shakes his head, and dives down again, this time noisily. ‘Then he appears 
to Sarge's left. "TI don't come up like old bass, huh Sarge? Like old 
bastard!’ You pull in line. Frenchy don't need." 

Sarge complies, sensing the shadow of Frenchy flowing by as the 
heavy can Swings into the side of the boat. 

And after a long silence with only the smallest noise of the water 
lapping against the boat and the cry of a far distant loon, Frenchy 
explodes upward some twenty feet in front of the boat, gasps and bobs, 
finally holds up a hand for Sarge to stop. 

And some thirty ege the north withithe sun weakly brushing 
a clearing, an angular brunette woman in a long white dress sketches the 
outline of a coxcomb with a red-purple pencil. Beside her a young man 
hold colored pencils between all of his fingers. She asks for a pencil 
and he hands her a dowel. When she discovers this she throws it at his face. 
He pretends to cry. They giggle. They kiss, bare feet mingling in 


the cold earth. 
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And Frenchy is waving his arms now, slapping the Watery tometengeesp—t 
the wet firs floating up fronfhe mist-shrouded island behind him. 
"All right, Mickey's Daddy," he whispers. "All right, Mickey"s 
Daddy."" And some loom scatter their cries in the silence which follows. 

and the 

And now Frenchy rows, shaking / crying, his sweatshirt a dark, 
icy skin. Sarge places his overcoat over the body, his t-shirt startlingly 
white, his red arms seemingly thinner than they could possibly be. 
He falls over the coat, his spread fingers pressing down into its blanket- 
like cloth. | 

And he hums in a strident, keening way, the diffuse yellow daylight 
running across his  erpeeeninieg. eyes. 

He hums as if the vibrations expressed out of him would spread through 
Mickey and down through that lake, past its bottom rills, to the core 
of the earth and back into his radiating fingers again. As if there were 
a magnetic energy of pain.made audible by his humming. 

Frenchy stops rowing and is soon banging the water with his fists 
on either side of the boat. "Goddamn Mickey! Goddamn fuckin Mickey! * 
Sonabitch! Bastard!" His small gray eyes are thick with tears; 
he trumped 7 Gecllably. Sarge still hums, his fingers down into the coat. 

"You go. You get. You take. You take nee Sarge." 

Sarge only slightly lifts his grizaled meat io say "Thanks Frenchy. 
It should've been me."" He leans forward to put his head on the coat 
but stops humming. 

"I love Mickey. I love fuckin Mickey. Asshole! Why he good? 


Goddamn! "" 
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And as Frenchy throws both hands to his face, the tiny slapping echos 
of this gesture slipping over the flat lake, Sarge leans back and grasps 
both knees. 

Rocking, his soaking face taking on the pale buttery color:of the light. 
He continues to rock while Frenchy sobs intohis hands. : 

"I...wish...brought...flag up here," Sere \s wrenchin 

His hands dropping from his face, his fighting for breaths between sobs: 
‘why for? What fuckin flag Sarge? Is flag for God? God have flag? 
Mickey? Mickey is for whole fuckin world!" He is screaming. Frenchy. 

The lake slides ynderneath them. The clouds drift in the clearing sky. 
The islands seem to drift as if the boat stands still. 

"Yes. I see. Yes. World." 


World. 
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In darkening bronze three men sit at a white table. Above a white umbrella 
floats. In the middle of the table...what seems to be an antique-gold pyramid. 
The three, outlined in bronze grains of trembling light, are laughing in 
a jazzy, synchopated way. What happens to laughter at such a time when 
purples insinuate sodty golds and deer watch from the mouth of a far wood? 

Yeah. Right. Korea. Land of the Morning Calm. And afternoon. 

Evening too--oh yeah! At least after the war when alls you could do is sit 
around and fart for entertainment. Not like my first tour there when we 

got our assholes reamed from the Yalu River to sweet-smelling Pusan. 

But I was infantry then, gentlemen, a soldier! Not yet among you 4F 
commandos of the Ordinance Corps, fucking up all manner of weapons and jeeps. 
That happened in Vietnagt “there they sent a killer to repair binoculars! 

What a waste! 

The speaker adds a beercan to the flickering pyramid of beercans 
in the center of the white table. 

Well hell now! You two old sergeants liked the smell of Pusan. Reminded 
you of your Rebel homes. 

The two other men chuckle, make waving toasts in the deepening light, 
these gestures telling him to go on. 

They use shit for fertilizer there, as you two grizzlies know I'm sure. 
Effectively. Got stuck out one night on maneuvers. , carved out a squash 
and slept in it. 

So it's bad! No ober drunk is saying anything. Hey I'm playing—- 


but I'm heading to a story that's deadly fuckin serious. But don't 


at Dental a nde sheath Te 
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Here they come down the ramp. Could've been me. — 
I led a charmed life in Nan. 
Heroin. 
Plus other forms of shit. 
Give me your tired-- 
Your whores-- 
Well will you look at old Sarge there. Stripes 
and stripes and stripes. I never raised my 
| dad to be a soldier. 
He's a hardass, yes? Like your father, Jack? _ 
Shut the fuck up will you Doc? His brother was a softass in Canada. | 
It balances out. 
One of our boys in Canada! That was my good brother 
Mickey! Salute! 


And he died there did your Mickey. Why don't you give him a medal, Nixon? 


That's Canada. We dont own that yet. Not entirely. 
Is that who that is? Tricky Dicky? How can you tell with that picture? 


We hear crying. 

Mickey was a saint. He did what I was afraid to do. 
I went to Vietnam like a good little puppy, 
Sergeant-Daddy's good little puppy. 

Saint? Maybe yes maybe no. Probably maybe. Give me one of those beers Doc. 
Give? Everything has its price. But here you go. But we are rot 
amused, Coffee. 

Yuk! Diabetie piss! Cal ifuckinfornia brew. Mat 
And that, Coffee, is not of the moment. What is is Atixon or whoever : 


can't get that medal on that...captain? 


84 


Open your mouth a little wider, Jew. Then I can put my cock in it--pay you 


for the beer fair and round. 


My brother painted landscapes. Utah! The west! 
avg Beautiful! Jesus! 
Except for the moral landscape. 
Heavy! He-av-yyyyyyy Doc! Is something stuck up in your kikey ass? 
oi Coffee, you are far beneath contempt. It is why I am drawn to you. 


I don't know...it's not just that you're an anti-semite or a 


slime-snorting pig. It's much much more. You disgust me so entirely 


that I can't stay away from you. Your depravity transcends. 
The Chosen People by A. Hitler. Now available in paperback, cassette, LP, 
and t-shirt. And if you call right now--! 
Nixon or whoever is still struggling with 
that captain. 
Who's leading? 
Let's turn it off. I been there. 
How were the sluts? 
Like us. 
No better than that? Shit! 
I don't want to sound interested, but what was it like, Vietnam? 
Coffee already touched upon it. 
What I tell you fuckin Doc? TI know it Q@ll. Regular California prophet. 
They'll make me a saint when I Stop jerking off. 
Or maybe jast promise to. 
Nam was the Zenith Chromacolor at Mom's. 
Explode a gook for Mother's Day. 
I walked into the news one day. Fuckin cables 


all crisscrossed on the ground and Dan Rather and 


Howard K. Smith. "Who are you?" they fuckin hiss. 


Hiss! 
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And you neither Jew nor black? 
I blink in all of the fuckin mercury lights. 
I'm a grunt here to die I tell them. 
Aren't we all? 
What the fuck else they gotta nie eight? 
Then this old ‘fashioned ball-breaking sergeant 
like my daddy screams GET THE FUCK OUTA HERE! 
You got no makeup. 
And all of yuz keep your fuckin heads down! 
Well they got pretty conciliatory then cause 
they needed me. Dan Rather even give me a 
CBS pocket calendar. 
Witha real eye embedded in it. 
It was then that I got to feeling pretty good 
about war. You just wait around for cues. 
But don't be too agressive. It's TV's war. 
It just sees what's there. That's all Folks. 
No way Jew amigo. That boob tube looks out at a mirror. Mirrors looking at 
mirrors ad infinitum. Where's truth in that? Where's justice? You're lucky 
to escape with your anti-balls. 
That's life. 
How the fuck would you know? 
I floated around the rural portions of Nam, always 
in a cloud of white powder. Then they couldn't 
photograph me. 


Good thinking! 


4 
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When it became time to leave I went to Saigon to 


look up the schedule. Actually it was on the 


back of the card Dan Rather give me. 

Keep your facts straight. We rely on that in this country. It's how we lie. 

Coes bin ti I looked up the next execution of little guys 
in black pyjamas cause I knew they'd cover 
that. 

Commercial value. 

Got to the early show and went suck! right into 
a Norelco color camera. Fucked if I didn't end 
up falling right out of a RCA monster of another 
camera in Grant Park Chicago where I'm choking 
on gas and tripping on cables. And there are 
four thousand fuckin lights this time! Cops and 
cops, some looking like my daddy, are clubbing 
the living shit out of me! Hold off you motherfuckers! 
I'm a veteran of fuckin foreign wars! 


That's a disgrace! 
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Fuckin longhaired hippy is what you is. 


wrenitat hits don 


Well I'll tell you I'm just blood and gristle by 


then. I'm on my hands and knees drooling out a 
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little lake of blood and spit when one of the 
officers is trying to get my pants down so he 


can ram his club up my ass. 
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With all the other fatso facist cop -voyeurs shooting into their leiderhosen. es 
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Next time you'll get a haircut. 
It was probably just a young Republican. 


Where's Walter Cronkite? I scream. He'll stop this! 
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Where's Spiro Agnew? 
He was there! We found him on the replay selling garlic, big strings of garlic 
around his neck, walking among the floodlights and pot-+and bomb-smoke in 
sandals, stepping over bodies. 


I think that's him now. Ou the tube. 


Dicky's kissing him French. Should be Greek. Nixon always fucks up the protocol. . 


Dicky's got a Military-Industrial complex. 
Shut up a fuckin minute! Spiro's gonna pronounce syllables. 
I'd frag that fucker! 
Goddamn him! I hada humungous fuckin hardon before he greased up the screen. 
And now its sunk dowrm in my pants right at the entrance of the whores here. 
Irony in everyday life. 
THE TWO ‘GIRLS ENTER. 
And what are your names for today? Tonight you fly back Hast with an orgy 
under your seatbelts but for now you are--? 
-Angela and Gheruba. 
The pure and the fat. 
~A4nd fuck you too you unpatriotic male-chauvinist-pig fucker. 
Interesting command of the idiom, but why so angry? 
-Her mother was raped to end World War Two. 
It worked. 
Round up the usual suspects. 
<just let me spread out the goodies. 
Start with your legs. 
Jack! I'm surprised at you. You veterans should have more respect for each 
other. Ah han Cheruba! Who were you last night when I royally fucked up 
the orgy? And bye the bye I thank you two for teturning, and obviously 


taking leave of your senses. 
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-I'm taking the fifth about last night. 


-Me three. Gan't rememer a thing. 


-Two or three things maybe, but not one. 
Nothing happened last night, fuckin Coffee, 


cause you went bannanas. 
in Cheruba!'s hammy hand! 


An understatement but look at those lovely pills/ epeaies ee 
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A veritable rainbow! 
I'm sticking with red white and blue—a patriot's 
sundae. Glmph! I feel like I'm shrinking! 
-Good! That'll rule out the foolish orgy. T like my degradation slow, over 
long long years. I'm female. 
Good! Give me another handful. My whole body!s getting qWickly sucked up 
into my cock. I'ma walking talking hardon. 
-And I though you were wearing a purple Sherlock Holmes hat. 
Literary! 
-I'll take one to go. 


Why not stick around and eat it here? 


BPE TIGR NCE a 


-You know all of you really make us puke, but especially you, Coffee. but—- 
we admit it--youwere the grossest, most sophomorish pigs we coud find in L.dé. 
-Then it's back to the convent. 
Hey what do I care for your good opinions? I'ma grunt. Here to die. 
We're all grunts. 
Hey what's in these pills? Seriously! i 
I fuckin near just swallowed my tongue. | 7 
-They attack the central nervous system. Macrame it. ee 
I'll buy that. 
Shit yeah. Everybody needs a hobby. 


—Now Doc! you sounded like goffee then. 
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-Don't take too many pills, Doc. We don't want you to end up like Coffee. 
-You wouHn't like to be like him would you? 
Intensely. Never to care? I want never to care like that. 
You just listen to Father Coffee, Jew. Convert and we'll save the world . 
-Convert what? 
Nothing. 
Exactly! 
These things are mercury! 
I hope not. But look! I'm shaking all over. Ooooops, there 
go my art appreciation cells—-burnt right out! And there went 
my bowling cells. 
That aint Cricket. 
Ugh! Why don't the pee pe aie 
Never mind that, fast eclipsing fast-fading Jacke serve the Touts natural 
rhythn. They're born with it. He stops! Just when you notice kaw he stops. 
I say, is that the return of spire the tube? 
-How can you tell? 
~You get pretty lousy reception, 
Pay up, Jew, cause Spiro's after you. He knows you're the New York Times. 
You gotta nickel for ole Jew-Nigger Doc, ‘Sir? Ma'm? 
-Yuk! Keep away from me, Doc. 
Question of taste. She don't like oil. 
-You're all so low-down dirty disgusting! So completely disgusting! i mean 
we came out here to take a fling but we never hoped for anything this low. 
You aint seen nothin yet! this ba1ifornia, rotten and seedy and crumbling and 
smelling of maggotty garbage in the fuckin hammering-down sun, sliding into 


the sea like an oil slick dotted with rubbers. 
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Don't forget...earth...whatshisface...quake. 
Those plates are grinding under us right now. Don't ever forget it. 
-Whose fault is that? 
You can be witty after you're fucked, Angela. 
-I can't wait. 
-Nor I. Who'll drive us to the airport? 

What makes...think alive? 
Go back into you coma, Jack. 
-0h oh. Last night you promised no rough stuff. 
-Its been nice. 

Relax. Jump jump jump...state to...state. 
Fuck geography. Its what produced California. 
-Brilliant but hardly reassuring. 
You just don't. worry about anything, Cheruba. I'll take care of you deep 
and often. Shit! You just gotta lay there and let those earthquakey 
plates move under your jelly ass. 
-You're a pig! You're all pigs. And you're getting nothing from us. 
-We got decent boyfriends. 

Queer. 
Jack-sleepy-Jack! Shame on your obsolescence. Gay! we say now. And don't 
knock it. 

Coffee! Don't tell me you've turned gay on top of everything else: 
Coffeet-—DonLt-tell-me—youlpe—tunned—gay—en—tep—ef-GpeRYtHRG-GLEGE | 

I'll try anything twice because everything belongs to me, the whole world, 
male and female too, belongs to me--since I got tits anda cock. If I 
could fuck myself I wouldrit be here. And all of you are no better. 
There is none righteous, no not one. 
-A good starting point. We've mostly come to raise your consciousness. 


-This is a public service announcement. 
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The feminist shit again. Hail all hail. 
++ efor lesbo..-hemians...something. 

Listen! I'm with you all the way. 
Translated that means he's angling for a blow job. 
~Doc you are positively naughty with your old-fashioned winking. 

I can't see out of my right eye. 
That's cause your father fucked half of Warsaw before he got appointed to UCLA. 
-You're lucky he didn't stay longer. 

Logic is a California victim. 
~Can't we change the alleged subject. Bore! 
Right now we're getting unnecessarily bitter and extraordinarily down. 
You can get too depressed to fuck you know. And miscellaneous. Kill of, the 
race faster than the loveliest radioactivity. 
-Is that what happened to you last night? Got too far down? 
What the hey, Angela and Cheruba, and whatever your names were last night, 
I remember that we were embarking onto some uplifting territory. 
-Sure. 
When my naughty brain flowed right out, I say right out! of my fuckin ear, 
and I was obliged to chase it around the room. Did I catch it by the bye? 
-Have you yet? 
Tuas but an hallucination due to the cheap materials Supplied by you, 
Doctor. Never bring anythig from the hospital again. You pay for what you 
get in this vale of tears. 
-You were very frightened, Coffee. For all yow talk you were as scared 
as could be. Freak-out city! : 
-It was so awful I think I'll leave. 
Part of the course. Part of the course. You two came out here for the 


dirtiest decadence, the absolute grunge. And you're getting the semester 
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ina few funky-fuck days. I'm going to supply to you an orgy tonight 


$0...well so memorable that in fifty years from now the undertaker won't 
be able to get the smile off your faces. 
-That's my father. | 
Your business. Although, all-all-though, I'm thinking that this fact 
could be important in the future. 
-It usually is. 
I mean for us! I'm thinking. I'ma virtuoso of these things--the brain, 
the cock, the tongue. See the action of this tongue, ladies? Watch closely 
now. Not to be vulgar but dost thou feel thy clits squirm? 
-Oh Jesus I am mad to come in contact with it. 

Whitman. 
-Fuck him. Just drop that lying organ right into my lil ole pussy! 
~Jeanette! 
Don't blow her cover. Leave that to me. meen. Some great white shape is 


presently sitting down on my right brain lobe. 


We 


You're killing yourself. 
I'ma grunt here to die, Jeu. 

Even you should get sick of the Jew stuff. Can it! 
Adolph should've. Would've made a fortune. 


And you've appropriated unconscious Jack's grunt line. 


3 “pd ie ry 
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-And do you have to be vomit-inducing in everything? 


Me elation 6 


I'm sorry. I keep forgetting that you women are graduate students. Another 


Me) ths dane aie 


reason, actually, that an unsophisticated gangbang is completely out of the question. 


mee 


There is such a thing as taste. 


-Thanks for everything, fellows, but we best get back to the motel and pack. ok 
Patiégce, lass. When you fly out of here with love filling your exquisite 


orifices you'll be nhigher than the plane. So stop worrying. I'm right 


now coming up with a plan that is aesthetically and morally brilliant. 


THREE YOUNG MEN WATCHING A COLOR TELEVISION SET WHICH HAS A TWISTED 
WHITE CLOTHES HANGER FOR AN ANTENNA. A RUST-STAINED JOCKSTRAP 
CONTAINING A FEW DRIED FLOWERS WEIGHS WE END. THE PI CTURE IS SNOWY 
AND SLIPS OFTEN, BOTH VERTICALLY AND HORIZONTALLY. IT RESEMBLES 


TINTED MILK AT TIMES. 


We shouldn't watch this. 

Why not? 
We'll fuck it up. 

Quite the opposite. 
No, you're wenn. Doc. These poor suffering fuckers might have to go right 
back to Vietnam and be prisoners all over again on account of us. Better 
shut it off. I got fuckin enough to be responsible for. 

RAISED 
(AN ORANGE SWATH OF LIGHT SPLASHS IN UNDER A Rat BLIND OF THE APARTMENT BALCONY, 
BLEACHING OUT THE PICTURE EVEN MORE. ) 
| See! We're spilling California into that thing: flimsy flashy sleazy ees 
electronic fluid. 
Here's Kissinger saying something. 

Only a commercial, Jack my boy. He's offering his bronze-coated shit to 
other Jews. Why don't you take him up on it, Doc? 


I don't wear it on my sleeve. 
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Here they come down the ramp. Could've been me. 
I led a charmed life in Nam. 
Heroin. 
Plus other forms of shit. 
Give me your tired-- 

your whores-- 

Well will you look at old Sarge there. Stripes 
and stripes and stripes. I never raised my 
dad to be a soldier. 

He's a hardass, yes? Like your father, Jack? 

Shut the fuck up will you Doc? His bnether was a softass in Canada. 

It balances out. 

One of our boys in Canada! That was my good brother 
Mickey! Salute! 
And he died there did your Mickey. Why don't you give him a medal, Nixon? 

That's Canada. We dort own that yet. Not entirely. 

Is that who that is? Tricky Dicky? How can you tell with that picture? 

We hear crying. 

Mickey was a saint. He did what I was afraid to do. 
I went to Vietnam like a good little puppy, 
Sergeant-Daddy's good little puppy. 

Saint? Maybe yes maybe no. Probably maybe. Give me one of those beers Doc. 
Give? Everything has its price. But here you go. But we are not 
amused, Coffee. 

Yuk! Diabetic piss! Califuckinfornia brew. \,at 
And that, Coffee, is not of the moment. What is iagitxon or whoever 


can't get that medal on that...captain? 
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Open your mouth a little wider, Jew. Then I can put my cock in it--pay you 


for the beer fair and round. 
My brother painted landscapes. Utah! The west! 
Beautiful! Jesus! 
Except for the moral landscape. 
Heavy! He-av-yyyyyyy Doc! ‘Is something stuck up in your kikey ass? 
fi! Coffee, you are far beneath contempt. It is why I am drawn to you. 
I don't know...it's not just that you're an anti-semite or a 
slime-snorting pig. It's much much more. You disgust me so entirely 
that I can't stay away from you. Your depravity transcends. 
The Chosen People by A. Hitler. Now available in paperback, cassette, LP, 
and t-shirt. And if you call right now--! 
Nixon or whoever is still struggling with 
that captain. 
Who's leading? 
Let's turn it off. I been there. 
How were the sluts? 
Like us. 
No better than that? Shit! 
I don't want to sound interested, but what was it like, Vietnam? 
Coffee already touched upon it. 
What I tell you fuckin Doc? I know it all. Regular California prophet. 
They'11 make me a saint when I stop jerking off. 
Or maybe jast promise to. 
Nam was the Zenith Chromacolor at Mom's. 
Explode a gook for Mother's Day. 
I walked into the news one day... Fuckin cables 


all crisscrossed on the ground and Dan Rather and 


Howard K. Smith. "Who are you?" they fuckin hiss. Hiss! 


sd Sea 
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And you neither Jew nor black? 
I blink in all of the fuckin mercury lights. 
I'm a grunt here to die I tell them. 
Aren't we all? 
What the fuck else they gotta ick. rlgnte 
Then this old ifashioned ball-breaking sergeant 
like my daddy screams GET THE FUCK OUTA HERE! 
You got no makeup. 
And all of yuz keep your fuckin heads down! 
Well they got pretty conciliatory then cause 
they needed me. Dan Rather even give me a 
CBS pocket calendar. 
Withareal eye embedded in it. 
It was then that I got to feeling pretty good 
about war. You just wait around for cues. 
But don't be too agressive. It's TV's war. 
It just sees what's there. That's all Folks. ; 
No way Jew amigo. That boob tube looks out at a mirror. Mirrors looking at 
mirrors ad infinitum. Where's truth in that? Where's justice? You're lucky 
to escape with your anti-balls. 
That's life. 
How the fuck would you know? 
I floated around the rural portions of Nam, always 
in a cloud of white powder. Then they couldn't 
photograph me. 


Good thinking! 
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That's a disgrace! 
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When it became time to leave I went to Saigon to 
look up the schedule. Actually it was on the 4 


back of the card Dan Rather give me. 


We rely on that in this country. It's how we lie. 


I looked up the next execution of little guys 
in black pyjamas cause I knew they'd cover 


that. 


Got to the early show and went suck! right into 

a Norelco color camera. “Wicked if I didn't end 

up falling right out of a RCA monster of another 
camera in Grant Park Chicago where I'm choking 

on gas and tripping on cables. And there are 

four thousand fuckin lights this time! Cops and 

cops, some looking like my daddy, are clubbing 

the living shit out of me! Hold off you motherfuckers! 


I'm a veteran of fuckin foreign wars! 


Pah, eS Ta aaa Re Me aie, we 


Fuckin longhaired hippy is what you is. 


Well I'll tell you I'm just blood and gristle by 
then. I'm on my hands and knees drooling out a 
little lake of blood and spit when one of the 
officers is trying to get my pants down so he 


can ram his club up my ass. 


With all the other fatso facist cop -voyeurs shooting into their leiderhosen. ’ 


Next time you'll get a haircut. 


It was probably just a young Republican. 


Where's Walter Cronkite? I scream. He'll stop this! 
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Where's Spiro Agnew? 
He was there! We found him on the replay selling garlic, big strings of garlic 
around his neck, walking among the flood ights and pot-+and bomb-smoke in 
sandals, stepping over bodies. 


I think that's him now. on the tube. 


Dicky's kissing him French. Should be Greek. Nixon always fucks up the protocol. . 


Dicky's got a Military-Industrial complex. 
Shut up a fuckin minute! Spiro's gonna pronounce syllables. 
I'd frag that fucker! 
Goddamn him! I hada humungous fuckin hardon before he greased up the screen. 
And now its sunk dow in my pants right at the entrance of the whores here. 
Irony in everyday life. 
THE TWO':GIRLS ENTER. 
And what are your names for today? Tonight you fly back Last with an orgy 
under your seatbelts but for now you are--? 
-Angela and Gheruba. 
The pure and the fat. 
-4nd fuck you too you unpatriotic male-chauvinist-pig fucker. 
Interesting command of the idiom, but why so angry? 
-Her mother was raped to end World War Two. 
It worked. 
Round up the usual suspects. 
<just let me spread out the goodies. 
Start with your legs. 
Jack! I'm surprised at you. You veterans should have more respect for each 
other. Ah han Cheruba! Who were you last night when I royally fucked up 
the orgy? And bye the bye I thank you two for teturning, and obviously 


taking leave of your senses. 
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-I'm taking the fifth about last night. 
-—Me three. Gan't remenier a thing. 
-Two or three things maybe, but not one. 
Nothing happened last night, fuckin Coffee, 
cause you went bannanas. 
in Cheruba's hammy hand! 
An understatement but look at those lovely pills/ C5 tah Up PSS 8) a 
A veritable rainbow! 
I'm sticking with red white and blue-~a patriot's 
sundae. Glmph! I feel like I'm shrinking! 
-Good! That'll rule out the foolish orgy. T like my degradation slow, over 
long long years. I'm female. 
Good! Give me another handful. My whole body's getting qWickly sucked up 
into my cock. I'ma walking talking hardon. 
-And I though you were wearing a purple Sherlock Holmes hat. 
Literary! 
“tll take one to go. o 
Why not stick around and eat it here? 
-You know all of you really make us puke, but especially you, Goffee. but-- 
we admit it-—-youwere the grossest, most sophomorish pigs we coud find in Led. 
-Then it's back to the convent. 
Hey what do I care for your good opinions? I'ma grunt. Here to die. 
We're all grunts. 
Hey what's in these pills? Seriously! 
I fuckin near just swallowed my tongue. 
-They attack the central nervous system. Macrame it. 
I'll buy that. 


Shit yeah. Everybody needs a hobby. 


—WNow Doc! you sounded like goffee then. 
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-Don't take too many pills, Doc. We don't want you to end up like Coffee. 
-You woulin't like to be like him would you? 
Intensely. Never to care? I want never to care like that. 
You just listen to Father Coffee, Tete Convert and we'll save the world . 
-Convert what? 
Nothing. 
Exactly! 
These things are mercury! 
I hope not. But look! I'm shaking all over. Ooooops, there 
go my art appreciation cells--bugnt right out! And there went 
my bowling cells. 
That aint Cricket. 
Ugh! Why don't the Se pm aoe 


Never mind that, fast eclipsing fast-fading pe serve the ae natural 
Doc 


rhythm. They're born with it. He stops! Just when you notice kam he stops. 


I say, is that the return of spiregie tne tube? « 

-How can you tell? 

-You get pretty lousy reception, 

Pay up, Jew, cause Spiro's after you. He knows you're the New York Times. 
You gotta nickel for ole Jew-Nigger Doc, ‘Sir? Ma'm? 

-Yuk! Keep away from me, Doc. 

Question of taste. She don't like oil. 

-You're all so low-down dirty disgusting! So completely disgusting! I mean 


we came out here to take a fling but we never hoped for anything this low. 


You aint seen nothin yet! This Cal ifornia, rotten and seedy and crumbling and 


smelling of maggotty garbage in the fuckin hammering-down sun, sliding into 


the sea like an oil slick dotted with rubbers. 
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Don't forget...earth...whatshisface...quake. 
Those plates are grinding under us right now. Don't ever forget it. 
-Whose fault is that? 
You can be witty after you're fucked, Angela. 
-I can't wait. 
-Nor I. Who'll drive us to the airport? 

What makes...think alive? 
Go back into you coma, Jack. 
-Oh oh. Last night you promised no rough stuff. 
-Its been nice. 

Relax. Jump jump jump...state to...stateé. 
Fuck geography. Its what produced California. 
-Brilliant but hardly reassuring. 
You just don't worry about anything, Cheruba. I'll take care of you deep 
and often. Shit! You just gotta lay there and let those earthquakey 
plates move under your jelly ass. 
-You're a pig! You're all pigs. And you're getting nothing from us. 
-We got decent boyfriends. 


Queer. 


Jack-sleepy-Jack! Shame on your obsolescence. Gay! we say now. And don't 


knock it. 
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Coffee! Don't tell me you've turned gay on top of everything chee a 


Coffect-—Donlt-tell-—me-youlve—tunned—gay-on-tep—of-erenythng—o. 


I'll try anything twice because everything belongs to me, the whole world, 


male and female too, belongs to me--since I got tits and a cock. P& ee § 
could fuck myself I wouldrit be here. And all of you are no better. 
There is none righteous, no not one. 

-A good starting point. We've mostly come to raise your consciousness. 


-This is a public service announcement. 
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The feminist shit again. Hail all hail. 
---for lesbo...hemians...something. 
Listen! I'm with you all the way. 
Translated that means he's angling for a blow job. 
~Doc you are positively naughty with your old-fashioned winking. 


I can't see out of my right eye. 


That's cause your father fucked half of Warsaw before he got appointed to UCLA. 


-You're lucky he didn't stay longer. 

Logic is a California victim. 
~Can't we change the alleged subject. Bore! 
Right now we're getting unnecessarily bitter and extraordinarily down. 
You can get too depressed to fuck you know. And miscellaneous. Kill of, the 
race faster than the loveliest radioactivity. 
-Is that what happened to you last night? Got too far down? 
What the hey, Angela and Cheruba, and whatever your names were last night, 
I remember that we were embarking onto some uplifting territory. 
-Sure. 
When my naughty brain flowed right out, I say right out! of my fuckin ear, 
and I was obliged to chase it around the room. Did I catch it by the bye? 
-Have you yet? 
Twas but an hallucination due to the cheap materials supplied by you, 
Doctor. Never bring anythig from the hospital again. You pay for what you 
get in this vale of tears. 
-You were very frightened, Coffee. For all yow talk you were as scared 
as could be. Freak-out city! : 
-It was so awful I think I'll leave. 
Part of the course. Part of the course. You two came out here for the 


dirtiest decadence, the absolute grunge. And you're getting the semester 
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in a few funky-fuck days. I'm going to supply to you an orgy tonight 
s0...well so memorable that in fifty years from now the undertaker won't 
be able to get the smile off your faces. 


-That's my father. 


Your business. Although, all-all-though, I'm thinking that this fact 
could be important in the future. 


-It usually is. 
I mean for us! I'm thinking. I'ma virtuoso of these things--the brain, 
the cock,the tongue. See the action of this tongue, ladies? Watch closely 
now. Not to be vulgar but dost thou feel thy clits squirm? 
-Oh Jesus I am mad to come in contact with it. 
Whitman. 
-Fuck him. Just drop that lying organ right into my 1il ole pussy! 
-Jeanette! 
Don't blow her cover. Leave that to me. Hivereren. Some great white shape is 
presently sitting down on my right brain lobe. 
: You're killing yourself. 
I'ma grunt here to die, Jew. 
Even you should get sick of the Jew stuff. Can it! 
Adolph should've. Would've made a fortune. 
And you've appropriated unconscious Jack's grunt line. 
-And do you have to be vomit—inducing in everything? 
I'm sorry. I keep forgetting that you women are graduate students. Another 
reason, actually, that an unsophisticated gangbang is completely out of the question. 
There is such a thing as taste. | 
-Thanks for everything, fellows, but we best get back to the. motel and pack. 
Patiéace, ‘Jase. When you fly out of here with love filling your exquisite 
orifices you'll be ki gher than the plane. So stop worrying. I'm right 


now coming up with a plan that is aesthetically and morally brilliant. 
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-I'm having my period. 
Everything can be beautiful. 

Let's make a decision one way or the other before we're all 

too wasted. There's something like Darvon in the mix I took. 
-No physician should take pills randomly. 
-Just prescribe them that way. 
Right you are ladies, and check, horny Jew. I'm right now pondering ritual. 
You can bring decency to any shit with ritual. Ask the Catholic Church 
and The New York Yankees. Now what if we pantomime Kent State--but with 
cocksucking? 

When you get to the bottom, stop. 
-You guys are only boring when you talk. 
-As far as we can tell. 
Please! I am brain-radiating! Leave me sketch for you a living pornographic 
picture. 

| Like TV. 

But with sweat and other flavors. 
=i'm exercising veto power, 
Don't reject something before you hear it. Forget that you're an American. 


We will definitely find the compromising position that you're used to. 


-This kind of wit wouldn't make it back East. 

~Or even in the back seat. 

Maybe so, but that aint what we're famous for. We give Service, not Eliot. 
-Booooooo! 

Now listen. We got to get to the logistics of this thing. This is a technical 
no an engineering problem. Whech is good cause engineering's the last 

thing I dropped out of. Now! Ahem! The criteria! Everybody's got to 


get something, maybe two things if we're intelligent planners. That's the 


trouble pith the country: no planning. 
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-Grandpa was slow but he was old. Sas : . S 
I'm listening, but there's but one blocking factor. I feel the excruciating 4 
need to ask something extra of Jew, and therefore he must be promised more. 

Work it out. 
This is the image I see. Olive complected and oily Jew ina coffin working over 
Cheruba, her blonde hair splayed out on blood-red silk, a big, talcum powdered, 
non-sweating white-blonde American doll! In the embalming room amidst the 
pumps and sinks this Jew, forbidden from her father's verdant fairways. 
It's a fuckin whatchacallit? Archetype. 

Or coat of arms. 
Sex and Death in, the American Nubile. ! 

Eddy Poe, what were you doing in that tomb? 
I'd like to close by saying, affirming!, that what has kept this coutry great 
is excluding Jews from Christian fairways. 
-I don't like his watching us. 


Jack? He is glazed over. Like a donut. 


History might report that he got the best of it. 
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So beauteous Cheruba, is it a deal if Doc flies Hast? A date in the cool 
Daddy/s 
room of ite Jagtnocous establishment? 
-If it means that much. 
Smashing. And in return I want Jew to have something of mine. The dick 
worse than fate. Or is that too much like Nixon there? 
-You can't make anything out from that rotten TV. Looks like confetti. 
I'd rather die. 
So would I and I been fuckin trying and trying and trying, but that's beside 
the point. Now listen, those capable, the greatest ideas are simple. 


First I remove these imprted shorts.and ...then these jockey briefs thusly, 


and fling them over the balcony rail-- 
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“Look out ES. 
Well what do you think? 
-Disgustingly average. 
-Flying three thousand miles for that? 
Hold your applause for the end. Now while the other participants disrobe-~ 
that's the idea girls! You're giving my hardon a hardon--I'1ll bring to 
stage center thisssssss aluminum chaise lounge. Observe! 
-Z was expecting a dog. 
The dog drew a bye. 
Ah good you are good Nazis in zuh complete removing of suh clothing. 
-Haste is beginning to become necessary. 
-If twere done twere best done quickly. 
But of course. Now please to observe me get-tink under this flimsy piece of 
furniture, und with this magnificient organ protruding through the 
lattice here. Ouch. WNo art without pain. 
-Lattice get it on! 7 
Secondly, my flute player's tongue through this upper opening. Send first 


the feminist to be eaten. 
-—My cue. 


Angela! 
Please!/ Not quite this quickly since I must talk a bit more. Withdraw the 


beaver s'il vous plait; now Cheruba should now--slowly! you anticipator-- 
sit down on what she would diminish--this leaves her front deck open 

for Doc's divebomber. There will, of course, be endless variations. 
Ladies should eventually give to ladies and note, Doc, men to men. 

A further note: if it is done correctly, no one should see Nixon... 


though Spiro might pop in for a handout. 
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All right, the laughing hysteria I didn't mind though it went on about ten 
minutes too long. But the situation proved to be ridiculous. As I say 
the silliness was okay, but this I do mind cause I knew for long and 
sad experience it was coming. This sour funk. Can anybody sing 
It's a Lovely Day Today? You Are My Sunshine? How about that one 
with the happy Austrian gang? The Suck of Moo-Shit! 

Really guys, I was the one nearly latticed to death near the end 
of this bad century. And you were really laughing your fat ass off, 
Cheruba, especially when playing that first aid spray on my excoriated 
organ. And the more it burned the more you laughed. And I could feel 
your sheerist delight, Angleica, through your cunt. That I was being 
castrated while you were being eaten is surely the high church feminist dream. 
Sucking emasculating masochistic whore-bitches--it's no wonder I love you. 
-If I start laughing again I'll get sick all over the floor. 
So the chair collapsed. Life does, daily. Doc's belly flop wasn't the . 
finest example of grace in this century! Fuck it. Angela, Doc, you never 


eden CIO 
really got to do a thing.\e—cioenem and Doc, baby, we never got near 


the point of very special knowledge of each other. 
I'm afraid I'm ferociously heterosexual. Then again, I've 4 

Fout out a more modest slice of everything in this life. 
Anyway it's an age of transition, lightning transition. Let's forget the 3 
chaise lounge and all chairs and accesories and just go at it a la carte. 


Cheruba! Now what the fuck's the matter with you all of a sudden? 


-Shaking! Qo00000000. 
Crying too. I'd forgotten what it looked like. Water actually : 
comes from the eyes. 


-Tears pop popping out on your face. Where'd they all come from? 
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-I don!:t_ know I font knew I don't know. I'm palit 
Goodness! Is it the watery residue of all our innocence? 
Nice. 
Thank you, dear. 
We all been through it. 
Right! Saint Paul on the road to Long Beach. 
-Forgive me. Forgive me. 
Why not? Just don't shout. 
-To God! To God! 
Hes tuned out Southern California. It's UHF. 
-Come on Honey. Let me hold you. It's all right. 
And then you'll wind down, Cheruba baby, cause if you rev up you'll fuckin 
explode, but you permanently downed, I say downed, the atmospheric 
around here cause things'1l just get more sunk now and merge with the Kotex 
California light. After a while maybe we can have a group puke. Then Doc 
or some other optimistic asshole'll light a candle while I curse the darkness. 


Ah fuck it. The whole fuckin world's twitching out anyway. 


RK 


aera C'mon! Get down: off of there! Crazy! 
Well look who's back. Welcome back to the bitterly conscious. Whoops. 


| Now don't carry on so ladies. It's only six stories down to the sidewalk. 
Shut down the fuckin screaming! 
You don't know what you missed Jacky baby. A fucked-up California orgy 
with these speed girls from the traditional Hast, : 
Come down from the rail. Please. Wind's tricky. 


He's right. There's no point to be made. 
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There is! Life collapsed ‘like a chair. Let's admit how we fail, Jew-coward. 


So? It didn't work out. We didn’t expect all that much anyway. 
Se? We're close to burnt out cases on a garbage heap. What the 


hell's the difference? Let's just go and pig out on pizza 
somewhere. 
I tried it all. I'm sick of it. 
Right. We all are. So come on down from the rail and we can 
talk about it. Make a plan to to to to do something. 
We catl do that. Make a plan. Go to beach. Beach! 
Hey you got to take your chances in this life. Stepping towards you oesheles or 
tipping back into the lap of the gods is all the same to me. And just swaying 
here I melt the hearts of these flint-bitches, experimental whores from the 
intellectual 
/East.. Whoooops again! Almost bought it. Ultimate dropout. And they 
really shriek now, the ladies, like fuckin air-raid siren. The Russians 
Are Coming! How can I console you? How can I console you all? Forgive 
them Father for I have sinned. 
Console us by getting the fuck down. 
Take your hand away Jack. Touch me and I fuckin go. Six stories. Count em 
I'll be. too busy. 
Crazy. 
Crazy. That's the word here. Something had to happen. You'd think that 
messing around with an: aluminum chair--something relatively bizarre like that-- 
'd make something happen. I'm losing my voice yelling over these fuckin 
hysterical women. Desist! 
Shut up! 
Thank you for your fruitless attempt, Jack. People come back from wars 
on that unwatchable TV and that's something happening. It's fuckin profound 
whether everybody forgets it tomorrow or not. Something means something 


-to them and that's weird. 
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Jack's right. Let's talk it over down at the beach. 


Women gotta go! They think crying's a solution. What we need you for? : ‘a 
I count to three and if they don't leave I will. Race you down girls? : : 
I'll be a blood and hatr pancake when again we meet. 
Just take it easy! They're leaving. 
Shame they won't see the outcome. WATCH THE TV NEWS IN THE AIRPORT! : 
"A young Los Angeles resident today lost power and took a dive. No big deal. 
You're not serious. 
What's that? 
Come on now. We feel ridiculous yelling up at you. 
It's time. Gentlemen, drink up please. 
Your audience is gone. We can't be your audience. 
We know you too well. Don't be a hotdog. 
I won't be. Doe, I'll make a deal with you. Come up on this rail fora 


minute. For just a minute. Then I'll come down and that way you'll 


pays 
el 
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be a Kosher hotdog. 
No! Doc! 
Prove my manhood. Shock the shit out of Jack too. 


I don't believe this. I thought you had more 


: teen, ; 
said Ss welll me i 


sense, Doc. Jesus! fee: 


I'm all out for the nonce. But I'm being careful! Oy! Another 


see 


Fi al 


breeze like that and I jump twenty feet inside the apartment. 


Ole Doc he takes chances. He'll win more than he loses. Hold my hand, 


but lightly! You almost took the both of us out. Your turn Jack. 


Hop up here like a little bunny rabbit. 
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You'll be a@ good surgeon, Doc. I mean it. And if I have to give my useless 
life for yours I will. Just say the word. 

Now you're holding too tight! 
Just don't look down, Doc. Doc's secret is that he fucked up the orgy on 
purpose. He lik@gto go along with degradation but he doesn't like to be 
degraded. My evil influences only half works with him. Jack, you'll Just 
have to go. You could be a hundred and ta percent me. Supersaturated. 

Bullshit! Two fuckin idiots. 

Don't get too loose, Doc. I could get an easy revenge right now since . 


it was your dumb act almost sliced: my balls off. 


Better get down, Doc. Can't trust him in this 


state. He's going a hundred miles an hour. 


In any state, and didn't the orgy come out bush? Cheap aluminum with Dickie 
watching. Bad odds. And you could see how embarrassed Nixon was. 
I...never noticed. 
I was so fuckin embarrassed at his embarrassment that I started crying 
the same time he was crying for us. It must be what heaven's like. 
My minute's been up for an hour. 
Where you going? You cart make a move, Doc, without I say yes. You know 
I got a taste in my mouth like the taste of the red inside tomato paste 
cans in the dump when it goes black. Taste of life, babies. Convince me 
it makes a difference you leave that? 
Hey! Skip the histrionics. Talk yes, motion no. 
That aint you. YOu're afraid of nothing. You watch it all go by and you 
see it all. 
All right now. Both of you down! This is stupid. 
I can't watch. I'll leave! : 


Doesn't go by for me, Doc. It just stays there. It's a frame. I'm stuck 


3 
in a frame. The ground down there ds the background. 
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Let's stay foreground? 

Maybe I'll hit the ground and keep going. Aint that a hot shit fantasy? 
No! You'll a gown get some beer 
and have some laughs and get far fuckin 
away from this heavy stuff, 

One bitof advice, Doc. Don't try anything at all or one of us goes. Your 

little hand sneaking away! Order your steps in my word! But can't blame 

that big wind on you, ole Doc. Mother Nature farted and other Cal ifornia 
myths of creation. 
Oh God I can't take anymre of this! 
Woooo! Jack Booooo! Look at this phenomenon. We lean forward and 
he runs backwards. Programmed Jack. 
I'm scared now. 
Lift up our arms! Now! Mandala! We're fuckin mandala! We go back to 
the beginning. Gotta get connected. Everything! Wanna go back in, Doo? 
Please. 
Man appears on this earth like a vapor and is gone. 
I'm still d-d-d-d-rifting around. 
Let him go Coffee, please? 
Power! Everybody saying please. I'll be corrupted. Absolutely. Anyway 
I love you Doc. You could even fuck me if you wanted, 
What's the deal? 

No deal. Look back over your shoulder. Nobody watching. People just go 

on and kodies fall, about seventeen a day. This is America man! Country 

of Death! We take it casually. 
At a certain point I get loose and jump inside. 

Wouldn't advise. Now that you know I love you I have power over you. 

That's all crazy talk. Let's knock it off! 


I'll bet your sergeant-daddy has read more books than you, Jack. It's the 
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middlé class you'll end up in that's crazy. Murder Incorporated. 
Bullshit! 

Probably, but while we're on the subject of death, how about a double body bag, 
Doc? Budweiser.logo. 

Thanks but no thanks. 
Don't! Doc! I'm trying to think and my brain's a dying mushroom on a 
stick. Killed too many cells and the seven I got left are working like 
trojans. Southern California Trojans. Live? Die? None of the above? 
And what on my tombstone? I got it. Say the fuckin language killed me. 
You can't say anything anybody fuckin understands. Now Doc, you are 
sneaking again. I'll never invite you up here again. 

Fine. 
Come down with me Doc, right into the monster garbage can of L. A. 
Let's do it for niggers and Mexicans. Let's do it before we become 
Slick white constipated liars. It's the only way they let you handle the cards. 

Getting dizzy...I-- 
Don't worry. 

He'll fall if you don't let go! 

If he falls it won't be without me for it is written that he that is with me 
goes with me. 

Too much invested...education. 
See! He is back to abundant life. Twas but fainting spell. You got to 
learn to sort it out , Jack. Get that fixed in your mind. FIX name of 
beer in Athens. Greek salad with Feta cheese. Bummed out there and 
everywhere, but no fuckin frigid Nepal. Shit. Rambling! Told you about 
my brain--burned fuckin out. Decide Doc. 


Live, I'll live. 


ee 


That's a@ shame. Made a mistake giving me a say, didn't you? Cause I don't 
give a shit about anything, let alone all that money invested in your education. 
Let him go, Coffee. You got no right. 
You're right, Jack. He's doing something our Doc, like those simple wimps 
coming out of that aircraft into Dicky's or whoever's arms. They did 
something in Nam. Wrong but they did it. Me? Nothing. 
So what? You're young. 
That's the last fuckin thing I am. But look at that poor bastard coming 
down the reine! Wind-up robot or methinat Make him wind back! Back into 
Plane! Back to Vietnam! What the fuck! What the fuck! A commercial! 
They stole him! You see that? They stole the grunt and tried to cover 


with the fuckin commercial! Shampoo! Fuckin Shampoo Cartel! 


AND EVEN AS COFFEE PUSHES DOC ONTO THE BALCONY, DOC'S HEAD SNAPS BACK 


TO LOOK. 4 


Forget it. 
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The Biamond Salt still sat, a blue cylinder, on a homemade shelf over 
the cold woodstove, and Sarge rolled the can of Molson's Ale around in his big 
hand, studying it as to affirm that it was the same brew he had drunk on 
his last errand up here, in this same cabin, over the same army blanket 
spread on the same rickety table. He had heard but not listened as Jack 
went on: "And it was then that he pushed Doc forward, into me really, 
into my arms, knowing that the force of that push'd send him backwards 
off that rail. And he teetered on that rail that fraction of a fraction of a 
second with an absolutely niied Gua caer his arms up in a millisocond 
of light light light light light light light that went through him from this 
monster gold cloud behind. 

"And he radiated that fuckin light. He did! His whole naked body. 

And then...he...was...was gone. Horrible! But a privilege to see." 

Sarge is surly and furrowed. He puts the can down on the army blanket, 
tips it over, rolls it to smooth out a wrinkle. "So he died with his pants off." 

Jack is taking his arms, purple from the cold, down, the COLUMBIAN GOLD 
legend on his t-shirt spreading out. "I knew you'd understand, Dad. Why did 
I bother?" 

Sarge crushes the kercan with one hand, looks’ around for somewhere 
to toss it, finally just drops it on the table. "I understand more than 
you know. So now he's a god or something, right?'' This here Coffee character? 


And the way you're jumping around you're just as high as you was then." 
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Jack spins a broken-back chair around, plants a foot on it. "Whoa old 
timer. I'm dry. Completely. Well a beer from time to time, okay? But I 
went coldest turkey when I came up here. And Coffee a god? Not to most 
people of course. And alithat's not for now anyway. You're way ahead 
of me. I got a box of his writings and-—"' 

"Yeah, Chinese laundry lists." And for some reason Sarge toasts 
that idea with the crushed can. 

"Don't be absurd Dad. There's only the two of us." He points his finger 
in the manner of a lecturer. "I want to melt things down into a book. 

Too much shit in it, the box, same things said over and over, but some 
pure gold too. But that’al1 about five years away. No hurry." 

"Of course not." 

"It's...gonna take an effort on your part to understand this, Dad, 
but whattI want to do now is...I simply want to to to comprehend that 
moment I related to you. Coffee ontthe rail and then that tremendous tremendous 
light. It is half my life right there. Right there is half my fuckin life!" 
Jack stares down at the blanket as Sarge peers furtively .around the tiny 

apologetically, 
cabin as if Mickey might edge in and sit down/ dripping and bloated and white. 

"Why's it so cold in here? You can see your breath;"' Sarge puts up 

the collar of his old tweed overcoat. 


Jack shrugs. "T'm not cold. Besides I'm out of wood. I'll get more 


the collar of his old 


from Frenchy; I cut a rew cords for him." 


pire 
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Jack closes his eyes for a second to signal that his father will always 
stray into the inconsequential. 

"Jesus! It gets me that I'm here for your mother just like I was 
with Mickey before." 

"Mickey's dead." 

Sarge spreads his hands on the blanket and studies them. "Yeah. 


God I don't know. You two kids," 


106 


His eyes shut again, but jammed shut this time, Jack sways, the brokenbacked 
chair bumping over the dirt floor. "Fire," he is whispering, "he was 
almost literally on fire, and then he...plunged the six stories." 

"so what? It wasn't chemical warfare or nothing." 

"Oh wow the sergeant forever!" and Jack kicks the chair into a small 
cardboard chest with glass knobs. 

"Okay okay I'll stop being the sergeant. Promise. I know I'm that way 
too fuckin much. Get your chair and sit down...please." And Jack complies e 
atteroretrirevenpethe—chaie. ok his chin in his hands, leaning 
his elbows onthe table and studies his father as one would an 
interesting stranger. "Dad...I can't begin to tell you about the other 
stops after L. A., after Coffee. And all of it after sen /ehth you know 
about too of course. A shame we never met there to waste the lil yellow 
fuckers out of their black pyjamas. Like father and son night at the 
Elks. But you've probably clanked your massive denial mechanism into 
place by now, so it's not use talking about it." 

"Guess not," 

"Well anyway, Dad, I had to come here, in order to...understand two 
deaths, Mickey's and Coffee's. I have to sit in the same chair that 
Mick did, and see the sun on the lake from the same anglek, to fish the 
lake where he...sleeps-- 

"Don't.'' Sarge rubs his eyes. 

wAnd eventually to find him. Find him myself." 

"These fuckin Canadians don't show me shit. Why haven't they got 
his body yet?" 

"and when I do find him my thinking about Coffee will be finished. 


I know those two things'll happen at once, ‘ll work out that way." 


et. ea 
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"Yeah, well I don't know about that, Jack. I don't know nothing about it. 
"Oh Daddy I don't know. Maybe it is that I'm scared. I don't know. 
What I try to hold onto in all the doubts and in the times that I shiver 
and even cry abot it is that it's evil. You're brought up one way and 
then you're supposed to throw your whole life and soul into this 
corruption and lying. Vietnam." 
Sarge tries to focus his blurred eyes on the cylinder of Diamond Salt 
on the shelf over the stove...a something beside it he can't make out. 
“‘Thert: his gaze drops to Jack. 
"And I'm gonna talk to Frenchy. He knew Mickey and I want him on tape." 
But it is Mickey Sarge is speaking to. "No war's a Sunday School Picnic." ee 
"The little red book of sergeants," Jack hisses. 
"You've got to come home," he peers at Jack. "You've got to come home, 
Mickey." 
Waving his bare arms Jack proclaims, "Hey, I'm Jack, Dad, remember?" 
While Sarge is putting one hand atop the other to keep them still, 
he hears Mickey saying "There isn't any home to come back to with you and 
Momma getting divorced and the whole country fouled up alongside of all 
this darn shit!" 
"Listen! Dad! What was in that Molson's anyway? Open your eyes." 
"All right. Yeah." 
"I'm going to the coast pretty soon, get a berth of a fishing boat 
to get the money to buy a really good tape recorder. I don't want to start 
interviewing with shit." 
"Mickey drowned. I can't take the way it comes in on you. So much ’ 
in this fuckin place reminds me." 
ey ——— Sarge picks up the beercan. "Every fuckin thing I do I do twice." 


"That's because you didn't learn the first time." 
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"I,..even tried to wrestle him back te the states» Christ. so absurd. 
Past fifty I am and still doing foolish fuckin things." 

"Yeah, well, nobody grows up in any fuckin continuous line or anything." 
Jack studies his nails and then drums his fingers on the table. "I nyself, 
well I missed my chance with Mick is all. I went to Nam. The good son." 

"You were both my good sons. Both my good sons." 

Now Jack bangs the table and glares at his father, hunched up in the 
old tweed overcoat, 
oD. .. aunts wrestle...fool sometimes...© 

"Yeah. Uh huh. Two good sons. Aint what you said then I'll bet. 
Did you brag about your son in Canada to you N.C.O. drinking buddies?" 

Sarge unlocks his hands and grips the edge of the table. "I spoke to 
people. I talked to people about it. They coulth't 've been nicer, 
guys in the service. And you know that yourself. It's been a privilege 
spending my life there, with them. It's one of the best lives a man can have. 

' 
Why hells pad Bis 0 far different from the images the kids have that 
it's pitiful." 

"All right now, all right now. I'm not gonna let you up until you get 
calm. You want a heart attack? I...surprised you with this strength,I know. 
I surprised myself. You can't wrestle me back to the states, Daddy. God but 
you're such a ridiculous fool Soest tena!” 

"Mickey hated me for going to Vietnam, Dad. I can't get rid of that." 

Sarge is whispering, holding his head. "I'g like to get rid of everything." 

"That door swings both ways." 

"Look at you! Columbipm Gold. When you gonna knock that baby shit off? 
And don't say Mickey hated you. I swear to Christ you invent life as you 
to along, Jack. I swear to Christ you do," 


"You do strike a perception once in a blue moon. I make up life all right. 


Spee saetliah, sa omtateny 
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‘I'd like to know what the hell else you can do. I do what I want now. 
But not back then. No way. I did what you wanted and I ended up in Nam 
and my brother ended up drowned here. Jesus Christ you you you you... 
are so fuckin...killable!" » 

"Oh I don't want to hear what you have to say. It's mother. She wants 
you near though I'm fucked if I know why." 

"You are huh?" Jack pushes his hair back. 

"No. No. I'm sorry. Mickey's death nearly finished her altogether, 
She wants you h--with her." 

"Hey, I'm a loner. That's what to tell her. That's all there is 
to it." 


he visualized seg. 
"Vi? Violet?” sng he can see her now the way/oke then , 


hey 
sliding down against the slppery kitchen tiles, sinking down into the 


bright welter of Brillo and Sick and Span, the plastic bottles of Mr. Clean, 
fantastic, the drying marks on the tile wall behind her. And his own 
Pleading voice came back to him then, now, the phone banging against 

the wall. "Vip Please speak to me." Then aSates of her wrenching 

up through the cardboard boxes. "Yes yes I'm completely..sure. They 

Just called from Canada, T t was an accident, " Her eyes roll ing back 

in her head in the newly-washed kitchen of the newly rented house 

while her new Ssergeant—hus band check/Sit something in personnel. 

"Yes. I'm sure.I'm sure.I'm sure." 

Jack got up to walk to the lone, cracked window. Sarge stared past 
him to where the pines were starting to darken against a pale rose sky. 
"At any rate I sure feel no pull from her and the new husband. 

I can't deer with that shit on top of Mickeyand Coffee."' He half turns, 
his face profiled by that rose light, but Sarge is’ie oe kitchen he 


has never bean in and'thas been in a dozen times. "Hey! Did you drink 
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anything before you come up here? You do go in and out. Must be heredity: 
I phase out and snap back a lot." 

And Sarge speaks into bothtimes. "I love you son."" as he ponders two small 
places holding pain, this cabin, that bright kitchen. Jack has been turning 
to fully face him and is oxstidaed 4006 ES dertrening rose light from 
outside. 

"It's...not your fault, or Mom's, but nothing could be enough now. 
With whatever you think you brought up here you got here too late,, 
just the way you gd here too late for Mick." 

"I don't know about all of that. N@oody can decide those things really. 
You just gotta do what you can do at the time. Jugt like now-~and fuck the 
recriminations.* ( yck +he pa ot ‘and al| its shit/ P 

"You'll have to learn that you can't, Daddy-Sergeant."' 

Sarge shifts in his chair, his brow almost massive in the rose-purple 
light. "What're you doing for money?" 

By way of reply Jack slides down slowly, his back against the wall, 
until he sits under the window. He laughs since it reminds him of 
a slow-motion replay of a TV murder. 

"No offense .* Jack: z 

"Always your answer when things get in too tight, isn't it?" 

"Just being a little practical." 

"Oh I'll take some but I'm not bad off really. One time I washed 
dishes at the inn for Louise, ran the antique machine there, helped a 
guy build a concrete wall--mixed and poured the shit--and, as I say, 

I'll be bumming to the coast for fishing soon." Jack's voice had 
grown weary, as if in anticipation of the cold, wet work. 


"Handyman in the little Canadian town. Gonna go that way forever?" 
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In a voice still tired--the talking had become work. "Until my mission 
is concluded here. Wouldn't be any worse than what you've done. Shooting 
people the Pentagon disagree with. A little of which I've already done. 
Terrible but never boring." 

"We got something to agree on." Sarge is already leaning forward, 
almost out of his heavy overcoat, to catch Jack's whisperings. 

"I have...gotten...some way...some fuckin way...a call to--I don't know-- 
serve. It's not real clear yet but--" 

Sarge is making his way towards Jack, to grasp his son's knee as 
he sinks beside him. "I got the bucks you wanna study religion in a 
college or something." He too whispers. 

"I get it through my fingertips. I don't need their books. I don't 
need their professors' straitjacket brains." 

on the dirt floor and 
Sitting next to each other/in the darkening silence,they hear 


the wind picking up after a moment, shaking the window. 


Sarge drops a meaty hand behind Jack's neck, pulls Biot face towards his. 
"I'm picking up a new duty assignment in few days. Could be any fuckin 
where! You come there with me. You can do anything you want then. 
I won't ask you one question."' Jack pulls away and stands up. He goes 
to the cardboard chest,whose glass snobs are barely glimmering. And 
wile extracting a candle stuck into a round Mateus wine bottle, and 
further rummaging for matches,he pronounces. "Let me go. Tell Mommy to 
let me go too. I don't wanna just die like Mickey. You gotta have the time 
to think about things, take the time you need before you get fuckin taken out 
of life too’ | didn’t ae ¢ 

"You come there with me, I said, Jesus Christ, I said the same exact 


thing to Mickey in this hooch of a cabin. Can you beat it?" 


| 
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Striking the match to light the candle, Jack proclaims "I hope to." 
Even that stupid salt sitting up there in the same place on the shelf... 
but not that !“—noticing the small painting next to the blue cylinder of 
salt for the first time—" Not that picture." The last word he had 
Said quizzically and he still studied it, a smeary white flower of sorts 
containing an absurdly large honey bee, 

"Friend of mine did it." The candle flame threw Jack's shadow against 
the wall of the tiny cabin, dwarfing Sarge who still sat on the floor. 
“once and for all I'm staying,Dad. I live here for practically nothing. 
Cabin's abandoned and I'm improving it, adding to some of the things 
Mickey did. Frenchy gives me wood and beer. 1 don't know how you could 
get me back there. I got everything here. Everything! " 

"For Mommy," 

"What did Christ Say?" Jack seems to arrange the candle under his 
face by sliding it along the blanket on the table until he is satisfied 
with his reflection in the window. "I have no mother or father." 
Or Coffe said it, that. What Christ said was--wait a minute—you have no 
mother or father if you follow me. Well-I have no mother or father while 
I'm getting my fix on Coffee and Mickey. It's as simple as that." He jumps - 
back from the candle as Sarge scrabbles up. "He as a bum, a a bum!" 
But Sarge drops onto his chair with a half-sob. "Mickey was good. Too good. 
Too godaamn fuckin goddamn good!"'"' And he bangs the table with both fists, 
the shadows of his arms running across the ceiling and down the walls. 

While seizing the rocking wine bottle and candle Jack yells "Christ, Daddy! 
Try to cool it will you? Youre making too big a deal about everything. 
What's the difference I stay here? I'm a grunt. Here to die. What's the 


difference? Huh?" 


But Sarge is tracking back, musing: "Grunt, dogface, G. I., doughboy." 
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"They're all grunts," Jack remarks. "Hey get the grunts together 
there'd be no war. War's a gentlemen's game with sergeants for butlers 
and all-round asswipes. The grunts cut the grass and die." 

In his irritation Sarge waves his hands next to his ears. "Oh I don't 
wanna hear any more of that. Ever! I'm sick of it -- from you and Mickey. 
When the fuck does the half-view stop? Like life isa fuckin easy puzzle 
or something. Do like I say says a whole bunch of fuckin little 
peckerheads like you. I'm sick of it. It's a sonofabitch of a fuckin 
complicated fuckin businesss, life. An art. Not little schoolboy rules. 
No fuckin way!" 

"whatever you say."" Jack sits and his father slides a hand along 
the blanket to clamp over his. 

"Come with me on my next assignment. Please? I need you. And later 
you can vacation with Mom and Carter. You'll like him. He's quite the 
reader." 

I'm sure." 

"I never had a life with Mickey: Korea, Thailand, Australia, Burma, 
Germany—-you name it, and with you kids never along. I missed both your 
growing up. Let me make it up now?" 

Jack, with difficulty, has his hand back. "You killed Mickey," 
he pronounces, making Sarge blink and blink. | 

"No! Are you crazy?" 

"I did too. He begged me not to join, and then not to go to Nam 
and I told him it was for you . For you! That the both of us in 
Canada'd finish you. Final nail in your coffin it was supposed to be. 

It was the final nail in his." And as he had been speaking, Sarge 
flung M5 hands to his face. 


i . 
He's rubping-ekem as he speaks now. "I'm a soldier. You must know something 
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of what that means." 

"Absolute anachronism--if you indeed know what that means." 

"I do and you're full of shit on this small point. It aint no perfect 
world; gotta be army." 

"Not what Coffee taught." 

"Taught? Yeu do see that windy asshole as some stoned prophet or something?" 

Jack puts a finger into the flame but snaps it back. "I'm gonna write 
down everything Coffee said that day, and everything that Mickey ever 
Said. They're both saints and that's no shit either!" 

"He was a shithead and Mickey...was so torn apart. He really wasn't sure 
about anything." 

"What are you and Mommy trying to do to meP? I can't: come back to any 
future anmesty. Give service to retarded children and the nation forgives! 
But I haven't sinned. I haven't sinned. It's crap. It's just more crap!" 

"--and saints can be all fucked up. They aint perfectly integrated 
to any borgeois world or nothing. And they have horrendous horrendous 
conflicts inside them. Their vision! Their vision burns all your petty 
kind of shit up!" 

Sarge is again rubbing his eyes. "Our Mickey! Our little Mickey! 

He was confused and hurt. He told me he was afraad he'd die in Nam; 
that wasn't the whole reason he wouldn't go, but he was afraid toog my 
little Mickey was." 

"So he was all kinds of feelings. The macho shit has died except 
with you old army daddies--and queers into leather." Sarge is grabbing 
the wine bottle with its candle; he wants to throw it against the wall. 

"Oh yeah? Well fars I can get it, your Coffee's just a fuckin pig! 

No damn way there's all kinds of feelings there! No fuckin way!" 


Jack stares into his eyes as he brandishesthe bottle, making their shadows 


dash madly around the walls. "I ought to break your/head for comparing him 


Mateus 
to our 8 way But Sarge drops the/bottle to the table where it spins 
£\4 to 
on its belly, the flame seeming/expiré-: but then popping to life as 


Jack rights the bottle and smiles at Sarge's wrenching tears. 

"Our unworthyness brings us great pain." 

"Still...open...offer. I'll pay...relig-—...training...sem-—-... 
college...seminary." 

"Would they accept Mickey and Coffee as prophets?" 

Sarge uses an edge of the blanket to rub his eyes dry. "Jacky," 
he whispers, "I don't know how to say this, but...I don't know... 
I don't like to say it. I don't wanna." 

"Uh huh." 

"But you're somehow absolutely full of shit, somehow absolutely 
full of shit!" 

"I see," Jack smiles sarcastically. "Now can we count that as the 
last, low card you're going to play?" 

"I'm sorry but--"' 

"No! Leave me. And with no further fuckin drama. Please? Go? 


I'd really like to pray now. I really would." 
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In the last.of twilight a blue-black sedan jounced over a wet 
pine-flanked road, its headlights projecting a weak yellow cone which 
leapé°Snd plunged and was hammered at the edges by black treetrunks. 

And now the car plowed uphill through small firs and piles og brush, 
whipping-by branches and twigs slapping and screeching, the screeching 
echoing even after a pile of lumber banged out both headlights and the 
car stopped, the rear wheels spinning to whining purple blurs, flinging 
back fragments of bark which floated slowly down into the smoke from 
the spinning tires. 

The driver was barely visible over the broken branches piled up on the 
windshield. He rested his head on the steering wheel for a few seconds, 
then suddenly flung open his door and stumbled out. Almost immediately 
he was running through the icy ruts of the road, his panting and 
wheezing nearly in the same register as the still-squealing tires. 

But he turned off the road by leaping a black ditch, his knees buckling} 
his whole body slowly sinking. But he recovered,gasping, rushing towards 
a widening gray-black snowfield which climbed up to a thick belt of 
snowdusted conifers. 

His within spread his body, throwing his legs: and arms wide, and 
he collapsed just before he reached the darkened forest, stopping abrubtly 


to sink, his shirt a white-purple smudge on the dytng light. 


diving 


So si vai, be i 
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Another man came out of the woods, a smalle¥y man who fussed with 
a pipe which he methodically tamped down and then lit, the flareup showing his 
tiny face, laughing and quizzical. In his heavy red and black flannel 
shirt he looked almost like a child in oversized clothes. 

"So I think you Mickey's daddy. You almost get here, hey Mickey's 
daddy? I don't know akout big hurry but you get here almost, hey Mickey's 

splotch of 

daddy?" He chuckled and puffed,the/fire in the bowl flaring wider, the 
car ticking away, the branches screaming on its hood as the rear swung 
slightly and the tires whined.even more. 

Sarge came to wrapped in ragged quilts on a cot by a small keg stove, 
its red-hot patch near the pipe holding up a blue enamel coffee pot. 
"Hey! You okay? I open door. Like fuckin Miami Beach." The small man 
kicked open the door. "Goddamn! There! I breathe. But maybe you still 
cold." And he snatchd a huge overcoat from a wooden peg and threw it over 
Sarge. "Here! That Canadian army I think so. Hey you big like fuckin 
bear! But I tell you this coat go no...things on fuckin sleeves. 
How you say{" 

"Stripes." 

"yeah. I tell you you fuckin private. Little private in wrong army 
I think so." 

Sarge blinked in surprise that his voice came out so thick in 
the overheated air. "I've been...worse screwups. And I'm not dead." 

"Not unless hell have lot of beer." A tiny red and blue network of 
veins flickered around Frenchy's gray eyes. 

Sarge raised himself on an elbow, fell back. "God what now?" 

"We worry after steak and potato and fuckin dozen brew." 


"No objection. Thanks. Say, how the hell you carry me?" 


"Hey Mickey's daddy I most of time like fuckin moose...how you sgxy?" 
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Frenchy pantomimed pulling, newspapers and Playboy centerfolds tacked up 
behind him on the cabin wall shaking in the waves of heat. 

"Dragged me.'"' 

"Nor so bad, Mickey's daddy. Still snow up here." 

"Well thanks again. YOu could've let me die." 

"Yeah but now I throw fuckin steak on." 

Sarge shrugged ander all his covers. "Almost dying makes you 
goddamn fuckin hungry. Thirsty too. This is about fifth time I almost 
bought it, but it's first time I didn't have no help from any fuckin 
Kraut or Jap." 

Frenchy was becoming bemused tossing piches of salt into a huge 
frying pan, but finally lifted his small eyes to Sarge. "I know someday 
you come see Frenchy, Sarge. I know long time akout you. I talk many 
time to Mickey. And even Jack too. Fuckin Jack!" 

Sarge sat up on the cot, the old overcoat sliding to the floor, 
Frenchy kicking it under the cot to get it away from the stove. 

Sarge was shaking his head. "I wasn't coming to see you or anybody else. 

That's the fuckin weird part of it. When...when Jack wasn't in his cabin 

or in town I just went nuts. All of fuckin life adding up to minus zero. 

I though I was driving the hell out of here when the road just ended. 

That's when something went in me. Clicked off. If I could've gotten 

that car out of there I'd 've run it into a big fuckin tree at around 

seventy five. Ah, what the hell, they was all too little anyways, the 

trees."" Frenchy, lights a Rothscl LS gives it to Sarge, lights one for 

himself. "Thanks. And when I know I was stuck in that pile of crap 

I thought I would run and ran and run, just run andfun till I collapsed and died. 


Crazy I guess." 
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"Hey I go fuckin crazy fifty time fuckin year."" Frenchy banged the 
skillet down onthe small stove and nudged the blue coffee pot until it 
was half on and half off. 

Sarge gripped his knees and rocked slightly. '"I went through hell up 
here before with Mickey, trying to get him to come home to his mother. 

And then I hear he's dead. Ard then they can't find his body and they 
can't find his body. Tricky currents in the lake or something." 

While exhibiting a huge sirloin steak to Sarge, Frenchy comments 
"Qh yeah? She like old wife to me that lake. I know her tricks you 
bet your ass."" He threw the steak into the pan and it immediately sizzled. 

"and then it's Jack up here! Jack! And I've gotta go through the 
same shit again. The same lectures too. Merrygoround! Jesus Christ!" 

Frenchy shook the long handle of the fry pan vigorously, his whole 
small body vibrating. "Jack he got trick too I think so." 

Frenchy went out the open doorway and Sarge called after hin. 

"J just want him home. For his mother." 

Frenchy returned with two popped-open beer and handed one to Sarge. 

"you know, Sarge, I see your headlights five...mile ago and I start 
walk. Frenchy he know old woodpile dere stop you. You know, car still 
run down dere. Tick tick tick. I gyess it heat over pretty quick." 

Sarge was staring at the beercan. "I don't know what happened to Jack. 
He said he was gonna pray." 

"Shit!" Frenchy poured half his beer over the steak, the ensuing 
cloudes of steam obscuring him except for a red smudge of shirt. 

"Pray shit! Shit he pray! That sonabitch! I know where he go pray you 
bet your ass. He go early morning for see other empty head in woods." 
The steam thinned so that Sarge could see Frenchy pointing to his own 


head and laughing at his joke. 
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"Someone in the woods?" 

"They pray together! Frenchy very-—-how you say?--religion man. 
Hah! Your Jack he not like Mickey." 

Sarge drank absently. "No, that's for sure. But who is this-—-?" 

"Is saint Mickey! From inside come everything I swear to Christ! 
Even fuckin light." He pointed to the dark light in the doorway. And 
I tell you some other thing Sarge, I see that day he-—- I show you tomorrow, 
down dere to Lake and Mickey's boat dere. I see from up here. Like all 

in bad wind. 

clouds...boiling and wind swing and trees...go wrong way/ And then like 
air get suck. I look down and lake like fuckin ocean with wave, 
big fuckers. Ana I see Mickey's little boat and it go"——quickly turning 
over his small red hand in the cabin now red from the stove-- 
"over. Little boat go over real fast. I yell by Christ I yell and yell 
Sarge, but nobody down dere hear nothin. But Russell-—-he got cabin 
cruiser and he see one:minute after Frenchy and he get that big fucker out dere. 
But--" 

Sarge slumped forward and his elbow dropped on his knee, his farehead 
to his hand. "No Mickey," he whispered. 

While flipping the steak with a rusted fork Frenchy yelled over its 
Slap. "Hey Sarge! Fr¢ehy find Mickey. Not tomorrow. Next day. 
Goddamn scuba guys from city go way third time, fifth time I don't know. 
They don't know shit. You and me find. Lots of storms after Mickey, I don't 
know how you say, go way down water." 

"Drowned."'The word, flatly pronounced, stopped them for a moment. And 
then Frenchy blinked and spoke quite softly. "Okay. Okay. You bring 


one boy back to Mama." 
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In the midst of the brightly colored boxes and tipped-over bottles 
she stares at the phone banging against the just washed tiles. 
"Vi?" His own shattered, groping voice. 

"—-and he know where he look and don't need no fuckin flipper on foots! 
Or fuckin air tank neither! Like scuba assholes. Hey Sarge!" and he 
rummaged ina corner, throwing off copies of HOCKEY NEWS until he came 
up with a pile of raw and overdelicate paintings on board. "You like 
picture? I got whole shitload. Flowers. I give you." 4 

"I'll take one when I go. I think Jack got a eae could see 
the bee in his mind, large as a baby's fist. Frenchy held up one 
which was a smear of pansies. 

"Nice. I'll take it with me when I go." 

"My da@wghter, she paint: this shit." 

"Jack's looks nice." : 

"But she no real artist--not like Mickey." 

Frenchy drained his beer and then sprinked the steak with what was 
left in the can, which he threw out the door. Now he was slapping his head. 
"She got no brains neither. That's whyshe marry Jack next year. I got all 
fixed. Frenchy dumb too but dumb like fox , you know, Sarge?" 

"I certainly do." 

"Two papas, huh?"! 

Sarge was looking for a handhold on the cot to push himself up. 
; ay shod get downtothat car." 

"Fuck the car. I go to inn tomorrow,phone them take piece of shit away. 
I know ass Roger rent cars. Frenchy break his fuckin skull one time. 
He come back from hunting and wife-—-you know Frenchy's wife Louise? 
Own inn?" 

"Yes of course. Louise?" 


Like Sarye- 


"She goddamn strong woman. Like bear too. Ph caus this time she cry and cry. 
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Marie she bring home Roger and live with him in room like fuckin tourist 

for two night. And this big strong Mama she don't know what to do. 

So she cry and cry. Jesus Christ she don't know! " 

“I think you did." 
"Bet your ass Sarge cause I get pool stick from Alan, he's postman, 

take it out from hand before he...push at shot, and I get in dere and 

hey s this fuckin Roger in little bikini underwear shorts you know, and 

I say you fuck my daughter I break your fuckin head. And I right way 

smash him a good one Sarge, make part his fuckin girl's+hair I tell you! 

Well he scream and hop like fuckin frog and then he run and jump in lake 

and Frenchy too, my big clothes and boots in the water and keep hit that 

sonakitch till my boots they get full of water and Frenchy almost... 

drownded."" He hit his head with a piece of Firewood,” thick! 

Hey Sarge? Fuckin Roger, he swim that bastard! To Sister's Island-- 

long fuckin way. I show you not tomorrow, but next day. Tomorrow 

we take it easy, Sarge. Drink fuckin beer. You rest, Frenchy catch fish. 

Hey you laugh! After, I fuckin laugh myself but not Louise. The, Frenchy 

livec out here. I forget \.. tell you, Frenchy's daughter she scream out 

window when he whack fuckin Roger. She never want see her papa no more! 

My little Marie and I clean her ass plenty time. Then she go live in 

woods and paint fuckin picture. Hey! What the fuck I care? I got 

plenty food, beer. I got radio for hockey game and Metropolitan Opera. 
rine at ‘ec cwieeine himself but he love fuckin opera. So he's not all 

the time animal-man, Sarge. Hey Mate, she get all fuckin shithead ideas. 

She go to college. Keene State in New Hampshire. Frenchy's family all 

fuckin mixed up, French, Canadian, American. Louise, she fuckin maniac from 

Maine. And so Marie she paint fuckin little flower. How you say? 


"Wildflowers." 
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"Wild like her papa. But shut up Frenchy!" 

"No. Please."' Sarge was leaning forward on the cot, rubbing his knees. 
"It keeps me from getting any more depressed." 

"Whe I see Jack first time I say hah! And then I walk almost whole day 
to get pretty flower picture, whole bunch. Marie she hit and hit but 
I get fuckin picture anyway. I hang in inn to make show and I drag —is 
‘that how you say, pulling?--Jack in dere and give him best picture. 

He start asking hundred fuckin question and that's why I say a fox , 
this Frenchy. And now he walk out dere all fuckin night. Next year Sarge 
come back for wedding." 

"It'd be nice to come up here for something fuckin pleasant." 

"So now Sarge drink beer and eat and don't get no heart attack here. 

We be 1iKeJack. No worry and talk shit all day. You know he chop wood 
for me? He chop nothing Frenchy swear to Christ, but I give him two 
case beer and shitload wood. I cook steak more. Thick mother." 

"We thank you. He needs alifine help he can get." 

"Marie she help him you bet your ass. First thing she help him from 
pants. My Marie! She one goddamn woman I tell you!" 

"She sounds it. They can do what they're gonna and then bullshit each 
other's ears off. You know, I have to get to the inn tomorrow, phone his 
mother." 

"Hey you stay here. You two boys my friend and you my friend. I don't 
give shit for nothing Sarge! You get top crazy I find crazy woman in village." 

Sarge leaned back to let his shoulders and head touch the cabin wall. 
"T don't think I could crank up for that.! 

"Good, cause I tell you Sarge, you start that shit and they come out 
here and bang on door. I don't want that shit." 

"Christ! Tried to kill myself an hour or so ago and now I'm sitting 


her, fuckin snug and drinking beer and even vaguely consiering wild Canuck women!" 
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"I tell you Sarge you go out look at fuckin sky! You do that! 
Look at trees! Lodtat stars! Sonabitch! And smell! For Chrissakes 
you smell it, Sarge! You can smell insde here little. You look at 
every fuckin place out dere! Big! 

"Hey! Fuck a woman eat a fish laugh at bullshit story, shoot deer. 
What the fuck you want, Sarge? So you shit up your life. Fuck it. 
Frenchy fuck up more than you one: Fuck it. Life aint that kind of shit 
anyways. I kill myself fuck, cigarettes. I take up pipe for to stop 
and smoke more. Who the fuck can understand? Sarge...I know my English 
language aint so hot--" 
? "No no no! That aint why I'm laughing." 


"I aint no smart guy but smart enough, you know?" 
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And they are in the small cedar rowboat, Sarge rowing, the oars flashing 


up above the mist and then down to disappear. Sarge wears the heavy 


Canadian army coat while Frenchy, who plays out an improvised drag line 
which bumps a rusty jice can full of bolts and nails along the bottom 

of the'lake, is pulling on a cigarette, its smoke clinging to a.: 
sweatshirt which is cut off completely at the arms and bears the label of 
the UCLA ATHLETIC DEPT. The shirt is gray with a bluish grid which 

is the color of the morning ligght too. The rope occasionally flings 

off driplets of crystaline water into the mists. 

And so they glide across the still, mist-pocketed lake, the rope 
silkily creasing it, Frenchy staring at that crease until the répe hops 
and Sarge winces while bringing in the oars. "I take look down dere," 
whispers Frenchy, tossing his butt into the water, the singe coming 
thinly back through the mist. "I take look. And he jumps in feet first, 
the stern of the tiny red boat bobbing up and down long after the sound 
of the splash dies. 

And the rope sways, throwing off drops of water, and sweeping the 
surface clean of mist, as Freghy follows it down. 

In a few moments a patch of mist to Sarge's right hurls upward, 
followed by curved planes of icy green water and then the arched back 
of the bass, and the white explosion as it leaps from the water. 

"Jesus! {" bursts from Sarge. Frenchy pops up behind the boat, his 
voice echdng back from huge rocks from the island they are drifting past. 
"I disturb his snooze, Mr. Bass-fish."' He swims a few feet to rest 

his lips blue and trembling. 
his elbow on the stern{/ "Is down there old tires, 1932 I think so. 
But we find Mickey, Sarge. Soon. And Frenchy he cry like sonabitch. 


Frenchy he got no shame. NOt like fuckin American excuse please Sarge." 


He pushes the boat and Sarge slowly rows. 
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"Funny. I'm not thinking about Mickey now. When that fish jumped 
out of there it scared the shit out of me but it made me look around. 
Christ! So beaatiful!" 

Fréphy fooks past Sarge's bulky shoulder to check the approach towards 
Sister's Island. When they get close enough to see the green-black of 
tree trunks under the frost, Frenchy tells Sarge to stop rowing. 

"Is near I think. I could see under water big...far. I see shirt I think. 
Maybe yes maybe no. frenchy don't know." 

"I've never seen water so clear." 

Frenchy closes his eyes as if counting and says no more. After 
a few seconds he slides down. He pops up once behind the boat, 

After 3 minute or two 
shakes his head, and dives down again, this time noisily. ‘then he appears 
to Sarge's left. "I don't come up like old bass, huh Sarge? Like old 
bastard! You pull in line. Frenchy don't need." 

Sarge complies, sensing the shadow of Frenchy flowing by as the 
heavy can swings into the side of the boat. 

And after a long silence with only the smallest noise of the water 
lapping against the boat and the cry of a far distant loon, Frenchy 
explodes upward some twenty feet in front of the boat, gasps and bobs, 
finally holds up a hand for Sarge to stop. 

And some thirty alia ti the north withithe sun weakly brushing 
a clearing, an angular brunette woman in a long white dress sketches the 
outline of a coxcomb with a red-purple pencil. Beside her a young man 
hold colored pencils between all of his fingers. She asks for a pencil 
and he hands her a dowel. When she discovers this she throws it at his face. 
He pretends to cry. They giggle. They kiss, bare feet mingling in 


the cold earth. 
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And Frenchy is waving his arms now, Slapping the Watery to—mangeenpip— 
the wet firs floating up fromthe mist-shrouded island behind him. 
"All right, Mickey's Daddy," he whispers. "All right, Mickey"s 
Daddy." And some lor, scatter their cries in the silence which follows. 

and +he 

And now Frenchy rows, shaking / crying, his sweatshirt a dark, 
icy skin. Sarge places his overcoat over the body, his t-shirt startlingly 
white, his red arms seemingly thinner than they could possibly be. 
He falls over the coat, his spread fingers pressing down into its blanket- 
like cloth. 

And he hums in a strident, keening way, the diffuse yellow daylight 
running across his 2Giimmeniiig. eyes. 

He hums as if the vibrations expressed out of him would spread through 
Mickey and down through that lake, past its bottom rills, to the core 
of the earth and back into his radiating fingers again. As if there were 
a magnetic energy of pain.made audible by his humming. 

Frenchy stops rowing and is soon banging the water with his fists 
on either side of the boat. "Goddamn Mickey! Goddamn fuckin Mickey! * 
Sonabitch! Bastard!" His small gray eyes are thick with tears; 


uncon 
he trembles - / trollably. Sarge still hums, his fingers down into the coat. 


he 
Sarge only slightly lifts his grizzled ae to say "Thanks Frenchy. 


"You go. You get. You take. You take 34. Sarge.'"' 
It should've been me." He leans forward to put his head on the coat 
but stops humming. 

"I love Mickey. I love fuckin Mickey. Asshole! Why he good? 


Goddamn! " 
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And as Frenchy throws both hands to his face, the tiny slapping echos 
of this gesture slipping over the flat lake, Sarge leans back and grasps 
both knees. 

Rocking, his soaking face taking on the pale buttery color: of the light. 
He continues to rock while Frenchy sobs intohis hands. , 

"I...wish...brought...flag up here," sere \s wrenchiny 

His hands dropping from his face, his fighting for breaths between sobs: 
‘Why for? What fuckin flag Sarge? Is flag for God? God have flag? 
Mickey? Mickey is for whole fuckin world!" He is screaming. Frenchy. 

The lake slides ynderneath them. The clouds drift in the clearing sky. 
The islands seem to drift as if the boat stands still. 

"Yes. I see. Yes. World." 


World. 


